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TtfE CONTRAST 


CHAPTER L 

‘ WnAt^a biasing; it is to, .be the. father, o i 
such afemily of chi Wien! ’ said farmer 
Franlvlamljits he looked round at the ltonqst 
affectionate faces of his sonsand daughtei s, 
who were dining W$th him on bis birth-daj 
1 What a blessing to have a Urge farad j 

of children ! ’ 

‘A blessing ybu may call it, if you will, 
neighbour, said fanner Bettesworth; ‘ but, 
if I was to speak my mind, I should be apt 
to‘call it a curse/ 

‘Why, as to that, we may both bo light 
and both be wrong,’ replied Frankland; * for 1 
children are either a blessing or a.curse, ac- 
cording as they turn out ;-^n<|ihey turn^t 
according as theygre broughtjup. “ 1 1}|jhg 
upachikl iathewayit shouldgothpthas 
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ever been iny maxim: -d'nw mr H better, 
show me a happier family JMii ni} fkv n: and 
>ho\V me a happier father than myself,’ eojg^ 
.limed the good old man, scfrtli pleasure 
sparkling in his eyes. Observing', how ever, 
•iiathis neighbour Bettesworth looked blank 
jnd sighed deepty, he checked himself, and 
aid, in a more humble tone, ‘ To be sure, 
it i» not so mannerly for a man to be prais¬ 
ing his own ; except it just come from the 
heart unawares amongst friends, who will 
excuse it—especially upon such a day as this 
This day I am seven t\ years of age, and 
never was lic.utiei or happier! So Fanny, 
lo\e, till neighbour Bettesuoith a glass of 
v ,»ur sister's elder. ”1' is Pat tv's making, 
Sii; and bettei ne\ or w as drunk. Nay, nay, 
Mt) e still, neighbour; as you happened to 
< all in just as we w ereali dining, and making 
merry together, why. vou cannot do better 
than to stay and make one of us, set mg that 
you cue heartily welcome.’ 

Mr. Bettesworth escusid himself, by 
saving that hr was in haste lnme. 

No happj home had lie, no affectionate 
children to w elcome his leturn. Vet he had 
as' numerous a fa.milv as Nlr. Frankland’s; 
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Urrec sons ahd tvyo daughters,: Idle Isaac, 
Wild Will, Bullying Boh, Saucy Sallv, anti 
Jilting Jesse. Such were the names try 
-which they wore called, by all who kne\V 
them in the town of Monmouth, where they 
lived. Alliteration had “ lent its artful aid'’ 
in giving these nick-names; but they were 
not misapplied. 

Mr. Bctteswortli was an incident man, 
fond of his pipe, and fonder of building 
castles in the air by his fire-side. Mrs. 
Bettesworth was a vain foolish vixen; fond 
of dress, and fonder of her own will. Neither 
,pf them took the least caie 8| breed up their 
children rvell. Whilst they^vere young, tire 
jnothcr humoured then! 1 : when they giew 
up, she contradicted them in every thing, 
and then -wondered how they could be so 
ungrateful as not to love her. 

The father was also surprised to find 
that his hots arid girls wcio not as well* 
mannered, nor as well-tempered, nor as 
Uu\er, noi as steady nor as dutiful and 
affectionate, as his neighbour Frank land's; 
and he said to himself, some folks hare 
the luck of having.good children, 'i’o lie 
b S 
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sure, some children are bom better than 
.others. 

lie should rather have said, to be sine. 
«6me children are bred better thali others. 

lilr. I'janbland’s wife was a prudent sen¬ 
sible woman, and had united with him 
in constant endeavours to educate their 
family. Whilst they were yet infants, prat¬ 
tling at their mother’s knee, she taught 
them to love and help one another, to con¬ 
quer their little froward humours, and to 
he obedient and tractable. This saved both 
them and herself a great deal of trouble af¬ 
terward; and their father often said, both 
to the boys and girls, ‘You may thanR 
your mother, and so may 1, for the good 
tempers you have.’ 

The girls had the misfortune to lose this 
excellent mother, when one was about se¬ 
venteen, and the other eighteen; but she wa*- 
always alive in their memory. Patty, the 
eldest sister, w as homely in her person; but 
she was so neat in her dresb, and she had 
such a checi lid agreeable temper, that peo¬ 
ple forgot die was not handsome: particu¬ 
larly^ it was observed that she was very 
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fond of her sister Fanny, who was remark* 
ably pretty. 

Fanny was neither prudish nor censori¬ 
ous; neither a romp nor- a flirt; she was so 
unaffected and unassuming, that most of 
her neighbours loved her; and this is say- 
ing a great deal in favour of one who had 
so much the power to excite envy. ' 

Mr. Frankland’s eldest son, George, was 
bred- to be a farmer; and he understood 
country business uncommonly well, for a 
young man of his* age. He constantly as¬ 
sisted his father in the management of the 
farm; and, by this means, acquired much ex¬ 
perience with little waste of time or money. 
His father had always treated him so much 
as his friend, and had talked to him so open¬ 
ly of his affairs, that he ever looked upon his 
father’s business as his own; and he had no 
idea of having any separate interest. 

James, the second sou, was bred to trade. 
He had been taught whate\ er was necessary 
and useful for a man in business; he had 
habits of punctuality, civil manners, and a 
thorough lo\c of fair dealing. 

Frank, the youngest son, was of ;f more 
a 4 
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lively disposition than his brothers; and his 
father used often to tell him,Avhen he was a 
hoy,'that, if he did not take care, his hasty 
temper would get him into scrapes; and that 
the brightest parts, as they are called, as ill 
he of little use to a man, unless lie has also 
steadiness to go through ndth whatever he 
begins. These hints, from a father whom 
he heartily loved, made so strong an impres¬ 
sion upon Frank, that lie took great pains 
to correct the natural violence of his temper, 
and to loam patience and industry. * The 
three pothers were attached to one another; 
ami their friendship was a source of improA'e- 
ment, as Avell as of pleasure. 

The evening of Mr. Frank land's birth¬ 
day, the Avliole family retired .to an arbour 
in their garden, and began to talk over 
their affairs with open hearts. 

‘ Well, Frank, my boy,’ said the happy 
father, Avho u as the confident of his cliild- 
ren, ‘ I am sure, if your heart is set upon 
this match with Jesse lletteswortli, I will 
do my best to like the girl ; and her not 
being licit shall be no objection to me: we 
can rJtahe that up amongst us, sonic way or 
other. Hut, Flunk, it is fair to tell you my 
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opinion of th^girl, plainly and fully, before¬ 
hand, as I have done. She that has jilted 
others, I think, would be apt to jilt you, if 
she met with a better offer.’ 

‘ Win then, father, I’ll not be in a hurry: 
I'll take time to consider, before I Speak, to 
her any more; and I thank \ou for being 
so kind, which I Jiopi I shall not forget.’ 

The morning after this com ei sation pass¬ 
ed, Jilting Jesse, accompanied by her sister, 
Saucy vSally, came to ]>ay Patty and Fanny 
Frankland a \ isit. Tiaev were full of some 
piece of news, which tncy were eager to tell. 

‘ Well, to be sure, I dreamed I had a 
‘^i.unond ling put on m) linger by a gieat 
lord, not a week ago,’ ciicd Jcs.se, ‘amt 
who knows but it may come tiue : You 
have not heard the run s, Fanny Frankland ? 
Hey, Patt) ?’ 

Not they: the) nc\ u hear any new s! 
said Sally. 

Well then I’ll tell you, ctkd Jesse. 

Rich Captain Bcttesworth, our 1 elation, 
who made the g.cat foriirt abioad, ( ver seas, 
has just biokcii Ins neck out a hunting; 
arid the fort in all comes tons 

‘We shall now sec whether Mrs. Chad- 
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dock shall ipnsh by'me again, as site did 
yesterday in the'street 1 We’fl see whether 
I shan’t make as good a fine lady as herself, 
I warrant it, that's all. It’s my turn to 
push by folk now,’ said Saucy Sally. 

Fanny and Patty Frankland,’ with sincere 
good-nature, congratulated theif neighbours 
on this increase of fortune; hut they did 
not think that pushing by Mrs. Craddock, 
could be oue of the most useful or agreeable 
consequences of an increase in fortune. 

‘ Lord, Patty ! how you sit moping your¬ 
self there at your work,’ continued Sally: 
‘/but some people must work, to be suie 
that can’t afford to be idle. . How you must 
envy us, Patty! ’ 

Patty assured her she did not in the least 
envy those who were idle. 

‘ Fine talking! Fine airs, truly, Miss 
Patty! This is by way of calling me over 
the coals for being idle, I suppose! ’ said 
Sally; ‘but I Ve no notion of being taken to 
task this way. You think you’ve had a fine 
education, I suppose, and so are to set a pat¬ 
tern for all Monmouthshire, indeed: but 
you |1 find some people will be as much 
thought of, now, as other people; and may 
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hold their heads as high. Judication ’s a fine 
thing, no doubt, but jpriin ’s a better, as 
the world goes, I 've-a notion: so yon may 
go moping on here as long as you please, 
being a good child all the days of your life! 

“ Come when you ’re called; 

And do as you 're bid; 

Shat the door after you; 

An'd yon’ll never be chid." 

I’m sure, I would not let my nose be kept 
to the grindstone, as yours is, for any one 
living. I’ve too much spirit, for my part, 
to be made a fool of, as some people are; 
and all for the sake of being called a vastly 
good daughter, or a vastly good sister, for* 
sooth! ’ 

Nothing but the absolute want of breath 
could have suspended the remainder of this 
speech; for she was so provoked, to see 
Patty did not envy her, that she wasdeter- 
mined to say every thing she could invent, 
to try her. Patty’s temper, however, was 
proof against the trial; and Saucy Sally, 
despairing of success against one sister, 
turned to the other. 

‘MissFannj, I piesume/ said she,‘wo n( 
giye herself such high and mighty airs as sh< 
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used to do, to one ot her sweet-hearts, who 
shall be nameless.’ 

fanny blushed; for she knew this speed) 
alluded to Wild Will, uho was an admirer of 
hers, but whom she had never encouraged. 

‘ I hope/ said she, ‘ I never gave myself airs 
to any body : but, if you mean to speak of 
your brother William, I assure you that my 
opinion of him will not be changed by his 
becoming richer : nor will my father's.’ 

Here the coin ci snlion u as interrupted by 
the entrance of Frank, who had just heard, 
from one of the Bettes v\ orths, of their good 
fortune, lie was impatient to see how Jesse 
would bclnne in prosperity. * Mow/ said 
lie to himself, ‘I shall judge, whether my 
father's opinion of her, or mine, is right.' 

Jilting Jesse had certainly given Frank 
leason to believe she was veiy fond of him: 
but the sudden change in her foitunc quite 
altered her views and opinions. As soon as 
Frank came in, she pictended to be in great 
haste to be gone; and, b) a aiions petty ma- 
noeuvies,as oided gi\inghim an opportunity 
of speaking to hei; tliougn sue plainly saw 
be wasyuixious to say sOmelhing to her in 
piivate. At length, \\ lien stie was looking 
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out of the window, to see whether a shower 
was over, lie went behind her and whispered, 
‘ Why are you in such haste? Cannot you 
stay a tew minutes u ith us ? You were not 
alw avs in such a hurry to run away 1 ’ 

‘ JLoid, nonsense! Mr. Frank. Why will 
A on alw .ns plague me with nonseuse, Air. 
Frank ?' 

She opened the lattice window as she 
spoke, put out her beautiful ueek as far as 
possible, and looked up eagerly to the 
elouds. 

How sweet'this jasmine smells!’ said 
Fiank, pulling a bit nf it which hung o\ cr 
the casement. ‘ This is the jasmine \nu 
used to like so much. See, I "vc nailed it up, 
and it’s liner than c\er it w a''. Won't \ uu 
have a sprig of it:'—olluiug to put some 
in her hat, as he had often done befoic; but 
she now drew hack disdainfully, saving : 

‘ Lord! Mi. Frank, it's all wet; and will 
spoil my new lilac ribbons. How awkwaid 
and disagiecablc you ate always! ’ 

‘ Alua\s ! ’I on did not always think so; 
at least, jou did not say so.’ 

‘ \\ ell. I think s >. and say so, now ai.d 
that's enough.' 



„ 14 LAJt TALES. 

‘ And too much, if you are in earnest; 
but that I can hardly believe.’ 

1 That’s your business, and not mine. If 
you do n’t choose to believe what I say, how 
can 1 help it ? But this you ’ll remember, 
if you please, Sir.’.' 

‘ Sir!!! Oh, Jesse! Is it come to this P ’ 

‘ To what, Sir ? For I vow and declare 
I do n’t understand you ! ’ 

‘ I liave never understood you till now, 
I am afraid.’ 

‘ Perhaps not: it's well we understand 
one another at last. Better late than never. 5 

The scornful lady walked off to a look¬ 
ing-glass. to wipe away the insult which 
hei new lilac libbons had received from 
Frank’s sprig of jasmine. 

‘ One word moie, and I have done,’ said 
Frank, hastily following her. 1 Have I 
clone any thing to displease you? Or docs 
this change in you pioceed from the change 
in your foitune, Jesse ? ’ 

‘ I’m not obliged, Sir, to account for ni) 
proceedings to any body; and don’t,know 
what light >ou have to question me, as, if 
you V ere my lord and judge: w Inch you 
arc not, nor nevci will be,.thank, God.’ 
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Frank’s passion struggled with his reason 
for a few instants. He stood motionless; 
then, in an altered voice, repeated, ‘thank 
God!’ and turned from her with proud 
composure. From this time forward, he 
paid no more court to Jesse. 

‘ Ah, father!’ said he, * you knew her bet¬ 
ter than I did. I am glad I did not marry 
her Iasi year,'when she would have accepted 
of me, and \\ hen she seemed to love me. I 
thoughtyou were rather hard upon her then. 
But you were not in love with her as 1 was, 
and now I find you were right.’ 

‘ My dear Frank,’ said the good old man, 
‘ l hope you \i ill not think me hard another 
time, when I do not think just the same as 
you do. I wouldi, as I told you, have done 
every thing in my power to settle you well 
in the world, if you had mairied this girl. I 
should never have been angry with you; but 
1 should have been bitterly grieved, if you 
had, for the whim of the minute, made your¬ 
self unhappy for lift. And was it not best 
to put you upon your guard' \\ hat betttr 
use can an old man make of his experience, 
than to give it to ids children ? ’ 

Ft auk was touched by the kind manner in 
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which his father spoke to him ; axul Fann v, 
who was present, immediately put a letter 
into her father's hand, saving, ‘I have just 
received this from Will Bettesworth; what 
ausvet do you think 1 had best give him ?’ 

Now Fanny, though she did not quite ap¬ 
prove of Wild Will’s character, felt a little 
partiality for him, for he seemed to be of a 
generous temper, and his manners were en¬ 
gaging. She hoped his wildness was only 
the effect of good spirits, and that he would 
soon settle to some business. However, siic 
hgd kept these hopes and this partiality a 
secret from all hut her father, and she had 
never given Will Bcttesworth any encou¬ 
ragement. Her lather had not a good opi¬ 
nion of this young man ;» and she had fol¬ 
lowed his ads ice, in keeping him at a di¬ 
stance. His letter was written in so vile a 
hand that it was not easy to decypher the 
meaning. 

“ My SVf’KT PRUTTY FANNY, 

“ Notwithstuinhns; jour t)uilly, 1 limn moic in lo\c 
with you than hevei ; and now I ham conic iu lot ;i 
share in a "real torlin ; and shali asU no questions 
from father nor mother, if you will i.utirj me, having 
no reason to i>>ve or care for eulier. Mother s as eio's 
a« huir, and will never, I am ■■liiirr, ame to my doing 
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upon basins my own vvhay, and I ham more and more 
in love with you than lievei, and would go through tire 
and water to get you 

Your true love (in haste), 

Will Betteswortii.” 

At thst reading the letter, Fanny v as 
pleased to iind that her lover did not, like 
Jilting Jesse, change his mind the moment 
that his situation was alteicd : but, upon 
looking over it again, she could not help 
considering that such an undutiful son was 
not likely to make a very good husband, and 
she thought even that Wild Will seemed to 
be more and more in love w ith her thanev er, 
fiom the spirit of opposition; foi he had not 
been much attached to her, till his mother, 
as he said, set herself against the matcli. 
At the endof this letter w etc thewords turn 
over; but they were sosemu led and blotted, 
that Fanny thought they were only one of 
the strange flout ishes which lie usually made 
at the end of his name; ami consequently 
shehadnevet turned over, or lead thepnst- 
setipl, w lie 1 she put the epistle into hei 
lather’s liamU. He decipher'd the tlourish, 
and toad the l’dlou it tig addition : 

“ I know \oui toathei ilocs not like me; but never 
mind his not being agitable. As s'mre as m\ name's 
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Will, I'd carry you hoff, night or day; and Bob would 
fight your brothers along with me, if they said a word ; 
for Bob loves fun. I will be at your windor this night, 
if you are agreubie, like a gurl of spirit.’' 

Fanny was shocked so much that she 
turned quite pale, and would have sunk to 
the giound, if she had not been supported 
by her father. As "soon as she recovered 
herself sufficiently to be able to think, she 
declared that all the liking she had ever felt 
for William Bettes worth was completely 
conquered; and she thanked her f athei for 
having early w arned her of his character. 
4 Ah! father,’ said she, ‘what a happim ss it 
has been tome thatyou never made me afraid 
of you! Else, I never should have dared to 
tell you my mind ; and in what a sad snare 
might I have been at this instant! If it had 
not been for } t ou, I should pci haps have en¬ 
couraged this man : 1 might not then, ma^ 
be, hate been able to draw back; and what 
would hate become of me 1 

It is scarcely nccessaiy to say that Fanny 
wrote a decided refusal to Wild W ill. All 
connection bitween the Ilettcswoiths and 
Fiaulk lauds was now broken oil". Will was 
enraged at being rejected by Fanny ; and 
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Jesse was equally incensed at finding she 
was no longer admired by Frank. Theyhow- 
ever affected to despise the Franklands,„and 
to treat them as people beneath their notice. 
The fortune, left by Captain Bettesworth to 
his relations, was said to be about twenty 
thousand pounds: with this sum they 
thought, to use their own expression, they 
were entitled to live in as great style, and cut 
as grand a dash, as any of the first families in 
Monmouthshire. For the present we shall 
leave them to the enjoyment of their new 
grandeur, and continue the humble history 
of farmer Fraukland and his family. 

Bv many years of persevering industry, 
Mr. Franklaud had so improved the farm 
upon which he lived, that he wasnowafiluent, 
for a man in his station of life. His house, 
garden, farm-yard, every thing about him, 
were so neat and comfortable, that travel¬ 
lers, as they passed by, never failed to ask, 
‘Who li\cs there?' Travellers, however, 
only saw the outside; and that was not, in 
this instance, the best part. They would 
have seen happiness, if they had looked 
within these farm-house walls; happiness 
which may be enjoyed as well in the cottage 
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as in the palace; that which arises from 
family union. 

Mr. Frankland was now anxious to settle 
his .^pns in the world. George had business' 
enough at home, in taking care of the farm; 
and Janies proposed to set up a haber¬ 
dasher's shop in Monmouth: accordingly, 
the goods were oidcied, and the shop was 
taken. 

There was a pajt in the roof of the house 
which let in the wet, and James w'ould not 
go into it till this was completely repaired; 
so his packages of goods were sent from 
London to his father's house, which was only 
a mile distant from Monmouth. Ilis sisters 
unpacked them by Ids desire, to set shop- 
marks upon each article. Lute at night, 
after all the rest of the family w ere asleep, 
Patty was sitting up to finish setting the 
marks on a box full of libbons; the only 
things that remained to he done. II 1 candle 
was just burnt out; and, as she was goner 
for another, she went by a pas v ind >.i 
that faced the farm-yard, and suddenly saw 
a great light w ithout. She looked out. and 
beheld the large haj-riek all m flame-.. She 
ran immediate! \ to awaken hei biotin is and 
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her father. They used every possible exer¬ 
tion to extinguish the fire, and to prevent it 
from communicating to the-dwclling-house; 
but tiie wind was high; it blew directly to¬ 
wards the house. George poured buckets 
of water over the thatch, to prevent its 
catching tire; but all was in vain: thick 
flakes of fro fell upon it faster titan they 
eould he extinguished, and in an hour’s time 
the dwelling-house was iu a blaze. 

The first care of the sons had been to get 
their father and sisters out of danger; then, 
with great presence of mind, they collected 
even thing thatwasinost valuable, and port¬ 
able, and laboured bard to save poor James's 
stock of haberdashery. They were all night 
hard at w ork: tow arils three o\ lock the file 
was got under, and d.ukncss and silence suc¬ 
ceeded. There was one roof of the Louse 
saved, under which the whole family rested 
fu a few hours, till the return of day-light 
:em v ,d tin' mci.uu.ho1v spectacle of their 
urn. 1 lay. oat-, straw, corn-ricks, barn, 
cv-avdiing that the farm-vard tont.u,<d, 
w as uttet !y cotisumcd : the wails and si'me 
half-burnt beams remained of the dwelling- 
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house, but it was no longer habitable. It 
was calculated that six hundred pounds 
would not repair the loss occasioned by. this 
unfortunate accident. How the hay-rich 
had caught fire nobody knew. 

George, who had made up the hay-stack, 
was most inclined to think that the hay bail 
not been sufficiently dried; ami that the 
rick had heated from this cause. He blamed 
himself extremely ; but his father declared 
he had seen, felt, and smelt the hay, when 
the rick was making, and that it was as well 
saved hay as ever was brought into a farm¬ 
yard.' This, in some measure, quieted poor 
George's conscience: and he was yet more 
comforted by Patty’s good-nature, who 
showed him a bucket of ashes which had 
been left veiy near the spot where the hay¬ 
rick stood. The servant girl, who, though 
careless, was honest, confessed she recollect¬ 
ed having accidentally left this bucket in 
that dangerous place the preceding evening; 
that she was going with it across the yard to 
the ash-bole, but she heard her lover whistle 
to her from the lane, and she set down the 
bucket in a hurry, ran to meet him, and lor- 
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got the ashes. All she could say in her own 
defence was, that she did not think there 
was any fire in the bucket. 

Her good master forgave her carelessness: 
.he .said he was sure she reproached herself 
enough for it, as indeed she did ; and the 
more so when her master spoke to her so 
kindly: she cried as if her heart would 
break ; and all that could be done, to com¬ 
fort her, was to set her to work as hard as 
possible for the family. 

They did not, any of them, spend their 
time in vain lamentations: ready money 
was wanting to rebuild the house and barns, 
and James sold to a haberdasher iu Mon¬ 
mouth all of his stock which had been 
saved out of the fire, and brought the 
money to his father. • 

‘ Father,’ said he, ‘ you gave this to me 
when you were able to afford it ; you want 
it now, and I can do very well without it. 
I will go and bo shopman in some good 
shop in Monmouth , and by degrees I shall 
get on, and tlo \cry well in the world. It 
would be strange if I did not, after the edu¬ 
cation you have given me.’ 

The father took the money from his son 
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with tears of pleasure : ‘ It is odd enough, 
said he, ‘ tliat. I should feel pleasure at such 
a time ! But this is the blessing of having 
good children. As long as we all are ready 
to help one another in this manner, we can 
never be very miserable, happen what may. 
Now Ictus think of rebuilding our house,’ 
continued the active old man. ‘ Frank, reach 
me down my hat. I Yc a twinge of the 
rheumatism in this arm : I caught a'little 
cold the night of the lire, I belie\ e; but stir¬ 
ring about will do me good, and I must 
not be lazy : T should be ashamed to be lazy 
amongst so many active young men.’ 

The father and sons were very busy ;;l 
work,' when an ill-looking man rode up to 
them; and, after asking if their name was 
Frank land, put a paper into each of their 
hands. These papers were copies of a no¬ 
tice to quit their farm, before the ensuing 
first of September, under pain of paying 
double rent for the same. 

‘ This is some mistake. Sir,’ said old 
Fiankland, mildly. 

SNo mistake, Sir,’ replied the stranger. 

‘ You will find the notice is a good notice, 
and duly served. Your lease I 'have seen 
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myself within these few days: it expired 
last May, and you have held over, contrary 
to law and justice, eleven months, this 
being April.’ 

‘ My father never did any thing contrary 
to law and justice in his whole life,’ inter¬ 
rupted Frank; whose eyes flashed with in¬ 
dignation. 

‘ Softly, Frank,’ said the father, putting 
his hand on his son’s shoulder ; i Softly, my 
dear boy : let this gentleman and I conic to 
an understanding quietly. Here is some mis¬ 
take, Sir. It is very true that my lease ex¬ 
pired last May ; hut I had a promise of a 
renewal from my good landlord.’ 

‘ I don’t know, Sir, any thing of that,'re¬ 
plied the stranger, as he looked over a me¬ 
morandum-book. ‘ I do not know whom 
you denominate your good landlord; that 
being :m way of describing a man in the cvc 
of the law : but, if you refer to the original 
grantor, or lessor, Francis Foliugsby, of Fo- 
lingsby-place, Monmouthshire, esq., I am 
to inform you that he died at Bath the 17 th 
instant.’. 

‘ Died! My poor landlord dead! lam 
vei\ sorry for it.’ 
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* Andliis nephew, Philip Folingsby, esq. 3 
came into possession as heir at law,’ conti¬ 
nued the stranger, in an unvaried tone; ‘ and 
under his orders I act, having a power oi‘ 
attorney for that purpose.’ 

c But, Sir, I am sure Mr. Philip Folingsby 
cannot know of the promise of renewal, 
which I had from his uncle.’ 

‘ Verbal promises, you know, are nothing 
Sir; mere air, without witnesses: and, if 
gratuitous on the part Of the deceased, are 
no ways binding, either in common law or 
equity, on the survivor or heir. In case the 
promise had been in writing, and on a pro¬ 
per stamp, it would have been something.’ 

1 It was not in writing to be sure, Sir,’ said 
Frankland; ‘ but I thought my good land¬ 
lord's word was as good as his bond; and I 
said so.’ 

‘ Yes,’ cried Frank ; ‘ and I rememlx. t 
when you said so to him, I was by; and he 
answered, “ You shall have im promise in 
writing. Such things are of little use, be¬ 
tween honest men: but who knows what iua\ 
happen, and who mas come after me? E\ei y 
thingabout business should be put into writ¬ 
ing. I would never let a tenant of mine be 
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at’an uncertainty. You have improved your 
farm, and deserve to enjoy the fruits of 
your own industry, Mr. Frauklaud.” Just 
then, company came in, and our landlord 
put off writing the promise. lie next day 
left the country in a hurry; and I am sure 
thought, afterwards, he had given us the 
promise in writing.’ 

‘ Very clear evidence, no doubt, Sir ; hut 
not at all to the point at present,’ said the 
stiangcr. ‘ As an agent, I am to know no¬ 
thing but what is my employer's intent. 
When we see the writing and stamp, 1 shall 
he a better judge,’ added he u ith a sneer. 
‘ In the mean time, gentlemen, I wish you a 
good morning: and you will please to ob¬ 
serve that you ha\c been duly saved with 
notice to quit, or pay double lent.' 

‘ Theie can he no doubt, however,’ said 
1 i.ink, ‘that Mr. Foiingsby will believe you, 
lather, lie is a gentleman, I suppose, and 
not like this new agent, who talks like an 
attorney. I hate all attorneys.’ 

‘ All dishonest attorneys, I suppose you 
mean, Frank,’ said the benevolent old man; 
who, even when his tempei was most tried, 
never spoke, or even felt, with acrimony.’ 
c e 
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The new landlord came into the country; 
and, a few days alter his arrival, old Frank- 
land went to wait upon him. There was 
little hope of seeing young Mr. Folingsby ; 
he was a man whose head was at this time 
entirely full of gigs, and tandems, and uni¬ 
corns : business was his aversion ; pleasure 
was his business. Money he considered 
only as the means of pleasure ; and tenants 
only as machines, who make money, lie 
was neither avaricious nor cruel: but 
thoughtless and extravagant. 

Whilst he appeared merely in the charac¬ 
ter of a young man of fashion, these faults 
wore no offence to his equals, to whom they 
did no injury : but, when lie came into pos¬ 
session of a large estate, and when numbers 
were dependent upon him, they were severe¬ 
ly felt by his inferiors. 

Mr. Folingsby had just gathered up the 
reins in hand, and was seated in his uni¬ 
corn, when farmer Frankland, who had been 
waiting some hours to see him, came to the 
side of the carriage. As lie took off his hat, 
the wind blew his gray hair over his face. 

* Put on your hat, pray,my good friend;, 
and don’t come near these horses, for I can’t 
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answer.for them. Have you any commands 
with me ?’ 

‘ I have been waiting some hours to speak 
to you, Sir; but, if you arc not at leisure, I 
will come again to morrow morning,’ said 
old Frankland. 

‘Ay, do so; call tomorrow morning; 
for new I have not one moment to spare, 
said Young Folingsby, as he whipped his 
horses, and drove off, as if the safety of the 
nation had depended upon twelve miles an 
hour. 

The next day, and the next, and the next, 
the old tenant called upon his young land 
lord, but without obtaining an audience 
still he was desired to call to morrow, ant 
to morrow, and to morrow, lie wrote sevora 
letters to him, but received no answer: a 
last, after giving half-a-guinea to ins land 
lord’s gentleman, he gained admittance. Mi 
Folingsbv w as drawing on his boots, am 
his hoises were coming to the door. Frank 
land saw it was necessary to he concise in hi 
st'uy: lie slightly touched on thepriucipa 
circumstances, me length of time l«e ha< 
occupied his farm, the improvements he hn 
•made upon the land, and the. misfortun 
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Avhirh had lately befallen him. The boots 
■were ou by the .time that he got to the pro¬ 
mise of iencw.il, and the notice to quit. 

‘ Promise of renewal: I know of no 
suchthiug. Notice to quit: that’s my agent's 
business ; speak to him, he ’ll do you justice. 
I really am sonv for you, 4 Mr. Frank land; 
very sony ; extiemely-sorry. Damn the 
rascal who made these boots!—but you see 
how I ’in circumstanced; have n’t a moment 
to myself; only came to the country for a 
few da} s; set out for Ascot races to morrow; 
really have not a moment to think of any 
thing. Put speak to Mr. Deal, my agent, 
lie ‘11 do you justice. I’m sure. I leave all 
these thing* to him. Jack, that bay horse is 
comiiur on — 

‘ I luno .-pohen to your agent, Sir,’ said 
the old tenant following his thoughtless 
young landlord; hut he said that veibal pio- 
mises, without a witness pre^nt, were no¬ 
thing but ail; and I have nothing to rely on 
"but a our justice. I assun \ ou, Sir, I have 
not bun an idle tenant; my land will show 
that i have not.’ 

‘ Tell Mr. Deal so; make him undeistand 
it in this light. I loa\ e c\ cry thing of this* 
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sort to Mr. Deal. I really have not time 
for business, but I’m sure Mr, Deal will do 
you justice.’ 

This was all that could be obtained from 
the young landlord. His confidence in his 
agent's sense of justice was somewhat mis¬ 
placed. Mr. Deal had received a proposal 
from another tenant, for Frankland’s farm; 
and with this proposal a bank note was sent, 
which spoke more forcibly than all that 
poor.Frankland could urge. The agent 
took the farm from him; and declared he 
could not, in justice to his employer, do 
otherwise; because the new tenant had 
promised to build upon the land a lodge fit 
for any gentleman to inhabit, instead of a 
farm-house. 

The transaction was concluded without 
Mr. Folingsby's knowing any thing more of 
liie matter, except signing the leases; which 
he did without reading them ; and receiving 
half a year's rent in hand, as a fine ; which 
he did with great satisfaction, lie was often 
distressed for ready money, though he had a 
large estate : and his agent well knew how 
to humour him in Ills hatred of bu-.iness. 
No interest could have persuaded Mr. 
c 4 
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the} bore the best of characters, lie observed, 
and no people in Monmouthshire could 
understand the management of land better, 
lie willingly agreed to let him the farm; 
but it contained only a few acies, and the 
house was so small that it could scarcely 
lodge above three people. 

Here old Frankland aud his eldest son, 
George, settled. James went to Mon¬ 
mouth, where he became shopman to Mr. 
Cleghorn, a haberdasher, who took him in 
preference to three other young men, w ho 
applied on the same day. ‘ Shall 1 tell you 
the reason w by I fixed upon 3 on, Jana s ? ’ 
said Mr. Cleghorn. ‘ It was not whine; 
I had my reasons.’ 

‘ I sup])Ose,' said James, ‘ you thought I 
had been honcstlv and well brought up; as 
I believe in former times, Sir, you knew 
something of my mother.’ 

‘ Yes, Sir; and in former times I knew 
something of yourself. You may forget, 
but I do not, that, when you were a child, 
not more than nine years old*, you came to 
this ssliop to pay a bill of 3our mother's : 
the hill was east no a pound too little; you 

♦ This circHiiu.stauvL' is a fact. 
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found out the mistake, and paid me the 
money. 1 dare say you are as good an ac¬ 
countant, and as honest a fellow, still. I 
have just been terribly tricked by a lad to 
whom I trusted foolishly; but this will not 
make me suspicious to.wards you, because I 
know how you have been brought up; and 
that is the best security a man can have.’ 

Thus, even in childhood, the foundation 
of a good character may be laid; and thus 
children inherit the good name of their 
parents. A rich inheritance ! of which 
they cannot be deprived, by the utmost 
malice of fortune. 1 

lire good characters of Fanny and Patty 
Frankland were well known in the ntigh- 
bourhood; and, when they could no longer 
afford to live at home, they found no diffi¬ 
culty in getting places. On the contrary, 
several of the best families in .Monmouth 
w ere anxious to engage them. Fanny went 
to live with Mrs. Hungerford; a lad) of an 
ancieut family, wno was proud, but not in¬ 
solent, aud genetous, but not what is com¬ 
monly called affable. She had several child¬ 
ren, and she hired Fanny Frankland for 
the particular purpose of attending them. 
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‘ Pray let me see that you exactly obey 
my orders, young Woman, with respect to 
my children, 5 said Mrs. Hungcrford, ‘ and 
vou shall have no reason to complain of the 
manner in which you are treated in this 
house. It is my wish to make every body 
happy in it, from the highest to the lowest. 
You have, 1 understand, received an educa¬ 
tion above your present station in life; and 
1 hope and trust that you w ill deserve the 
high opinion I am, from that circumstance, 
inclined to form of you.’ 

Fanny w as rather intimidated by the 
haughtiness of Mrs. Hiingerford’s manner; 
yet she felt a steady though modest confid¬ 
ence in herself, which w r as not displeasing 
to her mistress. 

About this time Patty, also, went into ser¬ 
vice. Her mistress was a Mrs. Crumpe, a 
very old rich lady, who was often sick and 
peevish, and who confessed that she required 
an uncommonly good-1 i union red person to 
wait upon her. She lived a few miles from 
Monmouth, where she had many relations '> 
but, pn aceouut of her great age and infir¬ 
mities, she led an extremely retired life. 

Frank was now the only person in tlie fa- 
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mil)', who was not settled in the world. He 
determined to apply to a Mr. Barlow, an at¬ 
torney of an excellent character. He had 
been much pleased with the candour and ge¬ 
nerosity Frank showed in a quarrel with the 
lie ties worths ; and he had promised to be¬ 
friend him, if ever it should be in his power: 
It. happened that, at this time, Mr. Barlow 
was in want of a clerk ; and, as he knew 
Frank's abilities, and had reason to feel con¬ 
fidence in bis integrity, lie determined to 
employ him in his office. Frank had once a 
prcjudiceagainstattorneys; he thought that 
they could not be honest men . hut he was 
com inced of his mistake, when he became 
acquainted with Mr. Barlow. This gentle¬ 
man never practised any mean pettyfogging 
arts; on the contrary, he always dissuaded 
those who consulted him from commencing 
vexatious suits. Instead of fomenting quar¬ 
rels, it was his pleasure and pride to bring 
about reconciliations. It was said off Mr. 
Barlow that be had lust more suits out of the 
.courts, ami fewer in them, than any attorney 
of his standing in England. His reputation 
was now.so great thathe was consulted more 
as a, lawyer, than as an attorney. With such 
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a master, Frank had a prospect of being ex¬ 
tremely happy; and he determined that 
nothing should be wanting, on his part, to 
ensure Mr. Barlow’s esteem and regard. 

James Frankland, in the mean time, went 
on happily with Mr. CJleghorn, the haber¬ 
dasher ; whose customers all agreed that his 
shop had never been so well attended us 
since this young man had been his foreman. 
His accounts were kept in the most exact, 
manner; and his bills were made out with 
unrivalled neatness and expedition. His at¬ 
tendance on the shop was so constant that 
his master began to fear it might hurt his 
health; especially as he had never, till of 
late, been used to so confined a life. 

‘ You should go abroad, James, these fine 
evenings,’ said Mr. Cleghorn. ‘ Take a 
walk in the country now' and then, in the 
fresh air. Don't think I want, to nail you 
always to the counter. Come, this is as line 
an evening as you can u ish : take your hat, 
and away; I ‘11 mind the shop myself, till you 
come back. He must be a hard master, in¬ 
deed, that does not know when he’s well 
served,; and that never will be my case, I 
hope. Good servants make good masters, 
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and good masters good servants. Not that I 
mean to call you, Mr. James, a servant: 
that was only a slip of the tongue; and 
no matter for the tongue, where the heart 
means well, as mine does towards you.’ 

Towards all the world Mr. Cleghorn was 
not disposed to be indulgent: he was not a 
selfish man; but lie had a high idea of sub¬ 
ordination in life. Having risen himself by 
slow degrees, bethought that every man in 
trade should have what he called “ the 
rough as well as the smooth/' lie saw that 
his new foreman bore the rough well; and 
therefore he was now inclined to give him 
some of the smooth. 

James, who was extremely fond of his 
brother Frank, called upon him and took 
him to Mrs. Hungerfovcl’s, to ask Fanny to 
accompany them in this walk. They had 
seldom seen her. since they had quitted 
their father's house and lived in Monmouth; 
and they were disappointed when they were 
told, by 'Mrs. FI unger ford’s footman, that 
Fanny was not at home; she was gone out 
to walk with the children. The man did not 
know which road they went, so they hud no 
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hopes of meeting her; and they took their 
way through one of the shady lanes near 
Monmouth. The sun had set some time 
before they thought of returning; for, after 
several weeks’ confinement in close houses, 
the fresh air, green fields, and sweet smelling 
vild flowers in the hedges, were delightful 
novelties. ‘Those who .sec these things 
every day,’ said James, ‘ scarcely notice 
them ; I remember I did not, when I lived 
at our farm. So things, as my father used to 
say,, are made equal to people in this world. 
We, who are hard at work in a close room 
all day long, have more relish for an evening- 
walk, a hundred to one, than those who 
saunter about from morning till night.’ 

,"/The philosophic reflections of James were 
interrupted by the merry voices of a troop of 
children, who were getting over a style into 
the lane, where he and Frank were walking. 
The children had huge nosegays of honey¬ 
suckles, dog-roses, and blue-hells in their 
little hands; and they gave their flowers to 
a young w oman who attended them, begging 
she, would hold them whilst they got over 
the stile. James and Frank went to offer 
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their services to help the children; and then 
they saw that the young woman, whp held 
the dowers, was their sister Fanny. 

‘ Our own Fanny !’ said Frank. ‘ IIow 
lucky this is! It seems almost a year since 
I saw you. We have - been all the way to 
Mrs. Ilungerford’s, to look for you ; and 
have been forced to take half our walk with¬ 
out you; but the other half will make 
amends, I've a hundred things to say to 
you ; which is your way home P Take the 
longestway, I entreat you. Here is my arm. 
What a delightful fine evening it is! But 
what’s the matter ?’ 

‘.It is a very fine evening,’ said Fanny, 
hesitating a little; ‘ and I hope tomorrow 
will be as line. I’ll ask my mistress tp let 
me walk out with you to morrow; but this 
evening I cannot stay with you, because I 
have the children under mv care; and 1 have 
promised her that I will never walk with 
any one when they arc with me.’ 

‘ But your own brother,’ said Frank, a 
little angry at this refusal. 

‘ 1 promised 1 would not walk with Jury 
oik' ; and surely you arc somebody : so good 
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night; good by,” replied Fanny, endeavour¬ 
ing to turn oft' his displeasure with a laugh. 

‘ But what harm, I say,- can I do the 
children, by walking with you ? ’ cried 
Frank, catching hold of her gown. 

* I do n't know; but I know what the or¬ 
ders of my mistress are; and you know, 
dear Frank, that whilst I live with her, I 
am bound to obey them.’ 

‘ Oh, Frank, she must obey them,’ said 
James. 

Frank loosened his hold of Fanny's gown, 
immediately. * You are right, clear Fanny,’ 
said he, ‘ you are right, and I Was wrong, so 
good night; good by. Only remember to 
ask leave to walk with us to morrow even¬ 
ing ; for I have had a letter from father and 
brother George, and I want to show it you. 
Wait five minutes, and I can read it to you 
now, Fauny’. 

Fanny, though she was anxious to hear 
her father's letter, would not wait, but hur¬ 
ried away with the children that were under 
her care; saying she must keep her promise 
to her mistress exactly. Frank followed her, 
and put the letter into her hands. ‘ You 
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arc a dear good girl, and deserve , all tlie 
fine things father says of you in this letter. 
Take it, child: your mistress does not 
forbid you receiving a letter from your fa¬ 
ther, I suppose. I shall wish her hanged, 
if she does not let you walk with us to mor¬ 
row,’ whispered he.. ... 

The children frequently interrupted 
Fanny, as*she was reading her father’s 
letter. ‘ Pray pull thathigh dog-rose forme, 
Fanny,’ said one. .* Pray hold me up to that 
large honey-suckle,’said another. * And do, 
Fanny,’ said the youngest boy, ‘ let us go 
home by the common, that I may see the 
glow-worms. Mamma said I might; and 
whilst we are looking for the glow-worms, 
you can sit on a stone, or a .bank, aud read 
your letter in peace.’ 

Fanny, who was always very ready to in¬ 
dulge the children in any thing which her 
mistress had not forbidden, agreed to this 
proposal; and when they came to the com¬ 
mon, little Gustavus, for that was the name 
of the voungest boy, found a charming scat 
lor her ; and slu- sat down to read her 
letter, whilst the children ran to hunt for 
glow-u orms. 
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Fanny read her father’s letter over three 
times; and yet few people except those 
who have the happiness to lo^c a father as 
well, and to have a father as deserving to 
he loved, would think it at all worth reading 
even once. 


“ My dear boys and girls, 

“ It is a strange thing to me to be.withput you ; hut, 
with me or from me, I am sure you are doing well ; 
and that is a great comfort; ay, the best a father can 
have, especially at my age. I am heartily glad to hear 
that my Frank has, by his own deserts, got so good a 
place with that excellent man? Mr. Barlow. Hffdoes not 
hate attorneys now, l am sure. Indeed, it is my belief, 
he could not hate any body for half an hour togetbei, 
if he was to do his worst. Thank God, none of niy 
children have been brought up to be revengeful or en¬ 
vious ; and they are not fighting with one another, as 
I hear the* poor Betlesworths now all are for the 
fortune. “ Better is a dinner of herbs, where love is, 
than a stalled ox, and hatred therewith.” I need not 
have troubled myself to write this text to any of yon ; 
but old men will be talkative. My rheumatism, how¬ 
ever, prevents me from being as talkative as I could 
wish. It has been rather severe or so,, owing to the 
great cold 1 caught the day that I was obliged to wait 
so long at Squire Folingsby’s in my wet clothes. But I 
hope soon to be stirring again, and to be able to take 
share of the work about our little farm, with your 
dear brother George. Boor fellow 1 he lias so much to 
do, and Goes so much, that I fear he will overwork 
himself. He is at this piexent time out in the little 
field, opposite my window, digging up the docks,w liich 
are very hard to conquer; lie has made a brave large 
heap of .hem, but I wish to uiy heart he would not toil 
so desperately. 
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“ I desire, my dear James and Frank, you will not 
coniine yourselves too much in your shop and at your 
desk : this is all I have to dread for either of you. 
Give my love and blessing to my sweet girls. If Fanily 
was not as prudent as she is pretty, - 1 should be in fear 
for her; hearing, as I do, that Mrs. Hungerford keeps 
so much line company. A waiting-maid in such a 
house is in a dangerous place: but my Fanny, 1 am 
sure, will ever keep in mind her mother’s precepts and 
example. I am tola that Mrs. Crumpe, Patty’s mistress, 
is (owing, I suppose, to her great age and infirmities) 
difficult in her humour; but my Patty has 'so even and 
pleasant a temper that i defy any one living, that knows 
her, not to love her. My liau'l is now quite tired of 
writing; this being penned with my left, as my right 
arm is not yet free from rheumatism: I tune not 
James with me to write. God bless and preserve ycu 
all, my tdear children. With such comforts, 1 can 
have nothing to complain of in this world. Thl- 1 
know, 1 would not exchange any one, of you for 
all my neighbour Bettesworlh’s fine fortune. Write 
soon to 

“ Your affectionate father, 

“ B. Franki.and.” 

‘ Look ! look at the glow-worms < ’ cried 
the children, gathering round Fanny, just 
as she had finished reading her letter. There 
were prodigious numbers of them on this 
common; and they shone over the whole 
ground, in clusters, or singly, like little 
stars. 

Whilst the children were looking with ad¬ 
miration and delight at this spectacle, their 
attention was suddenly diverted from the 
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glow-worms by the sound of a French-horn. 
They looked round, and perceived that it 
came from the balcony of a house, which 
was but a few yards’ distance from the spot 
where they were standing. 

* Oh! let us go nearer to the balcony !’ 
said tire children^ * that w r e may hear the 
music better.’ A violin, and a clarionet, at 
this moment, began to .play. 

‘Oh! let us go nearer!’ repeated the 
children, drawing Fanny with all their little 
h ree towards the balcony. 

‘ My dears, it is growing late,’ said she, 
and we must make haste home. There is a 
crowd of company, you see, at the door and 
at the windows of that house; and if we jro 
near to it, some of them will certainly speak 
to you, and that you know your mamma 
vould not like.’ 

The children paused, and looked at one - 
another, as if inclined to submit; but, at 
this moment, a kettle-drum was heard, and' 
little Gustavus, the youngest of the boys, 
could not resist his curiosity to hear and see 

v 

more of this instrument: lie broke loose 
from Fanny’s hands, and escaped to the 
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ouse, exclaiming, ‘ I must and will hear it, 
nd see it too! ’ 

Fanny was obliged to pursue him into the 
nidst of the crowd: he made his way up to 
i young gentleman in regimentals, who took 
uim up in his arms, saying, ‘ By Jove, a fine 
little fellow! A soldier, every inch of him! 
By G—, he shall see the drum, and beat it 
too; let us see who dares say to the con¬ 
trary.’ 

As the gallant ensign spoke, he carried 
Gustavus up a flight of stairs that led to the 
balcony. Fanny, in great anxiety, called 
after him to beg that he would not detain the 
child, who was trusted to her care: her mis¬ 
tress, she said, would be extremely displeas¬ 
ed with her, if she disobeyed her orders. 

She was here interrupted, in her remon¬ 
strance, by the shrill voice of a female, who 
stood on the same stair with the ensign, and 
w hom, notwithstanding the great alteration 
in her dress, Fanny recognised to be Sally 
Bettesworth. Jilting Jesse stood beside her. 

‘ Fanny Fraukland, I protest! What a 
pothershe keeps about nothing,’ cried Saucy 
Sally. ‘ Know your betters, and keep your 
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distance, young woman. Whocares whether 
your mistress is displeased or not! She 
can’t turn ns away : Can she, pray ? She 
can’t call Ensign Bloomington to account: 
Can she, hey?’ 

An insolent laugh closed this’speech : a 
laugh in which several of the crowd joined: 
but some gentlemen were interested bv 
Fannv’s beautiful and modest countenance, 
as she looked up to the balcony, and, v, itii 
tears in her eyes, entreated to be heard. 
1 Oh, for shame, Bloomington! Give her 
back the boy. It is not fair that she should 
lose her place,’ cried they. 

Bloomington would have yielded; but 
Saucy Sally stood before him, crying in 
a threatening tone, ‘ I’ll never speak to you 
again, I promise you, Bloomington, if you 
give up. A fine thing, indeed, for a man 
and a soldier to give up to a woman and a 
servant girl! and an impertinent servant 
girl 1 Who cares for her or her place 
either! ’ 

‘ I do! I do!’ exclaimed little Gustavos, 
springing from the ensign’s arms. ‘ I cai\: 
for her! She is not an impertinent girl; and 
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I 'll give up seeing the kettle-drum, and go 
home with her directly, with all my heart.’ 

In a ain Sally attempted to withhold him; 
the hoy rail down the stairs to Fanny, and 
marched off with her in all the conscious 
pride of a hero, whose generosity has fairly 
vanquished his passions. Little Gustavus 
was indeed a truly generous child : the first 
thing he did, when he got home, was to tell 
his mother all that had passed this evening. 
Mis. Huiigerfordwasdelighted w ithher son, 
and said to him, ‘I cannot, I am sure, re- 
\\ aid \ uii better, mv dear, than l>vrewarding 
this good \ ountr w onian. The fidelity with 
Avhieh she has fulfilled mv oiders, in all iliat 
legards my children, places lier, in my opi¬ 
nion, ahmc the rani, in which she as horn. 
IIcne< i'oruaid she shall hold in m\ house a 
st ition. to w liieh her habits of truth, gentle- 
niss. and gi.od sense, entitle her.’ 

1 rom t!.is time forward, Fanny. In Mrs. 
Hungvi f ud s dcsiie. was alwa\ pic-cM 
w he.i the cihldieu took their !e'-'»ns tiom 
the;; -.'veial itmteis. Mrs. llungerford ad- 
\iscd iuv to apply lie: self to learn ail thfOse 
things which weie necessary for a governess 
to Aounf 1 'dies. ‘ When a on speak, von? 
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language in general is good, and correct; 
and no pains shall be wanting, on inv part,’ 
saifcl this haughty beat benevolent lady, ‘ to 
form your manners, and to develop your ta¬ 
lents.' This I partly owe you, for your care 
of my children; and I am happy to reward 
my son, Gustavus, in a manner which I am 
certain will be most agreeable to him.’ 

‘ And, mamma." said the little boy, ‘ may 
she walk out sometimes with her brothers: 
for I do believe she loves them as well as I 
love my sisters.’ 

Mrs. Hungerford permitted Fanny to walk 
out for an hour, every morning, during the 
time that her children u ere w ith their danc¬ 
ing-master; and at this hour sometimes her 
brother James, and sometimes her brother 
Frank, could be spared; and they had many 
pleasant walks together. What a happiness 
it was to them to have been thus bred up. 
ftom their earliest years, in friendship with 
one another. This friendship was now the 
sweetest pleasure of their lives. 

Poor Patty ! She regretted that she could 
nokjoin in these pleasant meetings ; but, 
alas! she v* as so useful, so agreeable, and 
so'necessary to her infirm mistress, that she 
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could never be spared from home. ‘ Where’s 
Patty? why does not Patty do this?’ were 
Mrs. (humpc’s constant questions whenever 
she was absent. Patty had all the business 
or the house upon iierhands,because nobody 
could do any tiling so well as Patty. Mrs. 
t 'nnnpe found that no one could dress, her but 
Patty; nobody could make her bed, so that 
she could sleep on it, but Patty; no one 
could make jelly, or broth, or whey, that she 
could taste, but Party; no one could roast, or 
boil, or bake, but Patty. Of course, all 
these things must be done by nobody else. 
The honing of Mrs. Cntmpes caps, which 
bad exquisitely nice plaited borders, at last 
fell to Pal ty's share; because once, when the 
laundry-maid was sick, she plaited otic so 
charmingly that her lady would never after¬ 
wards wear any but of her plaiting. Now 
Mrs. Crumpc changed her cap, or rather 
had her cap changed, three times a day; 
and nev er wore the same cap twice. 

The labours of u ashing, ironing, plaiting, 
roasting, boiling, baking, making jelly, 
broth, and whey, were not sufficient: Mrs- 
Crumpc took it into her head that she could 
cat no butter but of Patty’s churning. But ; 
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what was worse than all, not a night passed 
without Patty’s being called up to see 
‘ what could be the matter with the dog-, 
that was barking, or the cat, that was mew¬ 
ing?’ And, when she was just sinking to 
sleep again, at day-break, her lady, in whose 
room she slept, w ould call out, ‘ Patty! 
Patty! There’s a dreadful noise in the 
chicken-yard.’ 

‘ Oh, Ma’am, it is only the cocks' crow- 
ing.’ 

‘Well, do step out, and hinder them from 
crowing at this terrible rate.’ 

‘ Put, Ma’am, I cannot hinder them in¬ 
deed.’ 

‘ Oh yes, you could, if you were up. 
Get up and whip 'em, child. Whip cm all 
’jpfmnd, or I shall not sleep a w ink more 
this night.’ * 

How little poor Patty slept her lady never 
considered: not. that, she was in icality an 
ill-natured woman, but sickness inclined her 
to be peevish; and she had so long been 
use to be humomed, and waited upon, by 
relations and servants, who expected she 
would leave them rich legacies, j hat she con- 
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sidered herself as a sort of golden idol, to 
whom all that approached should and would 
bow as low as she pleased. Perceiving that 
almost all around her were interested, she 
became completely selfish. She was from 
morning till night, from night till morning, 
nay from year's end to year’s end, so much 
in the habit of seeing others employed for 
her, that she absolutely considered this to 
be the natural and necessary course of 
things; and she quite forgot to think of 
the comforts, or even of the well being, of 
those creatures who were “born for her use, 
and live but to oblige her.” 

From time to time, she was so far waken¬ 
ed to feeling, by Patty’s exertions and 
good-humour, that she would say, to quiet 
her own conscience, ‘ Well! Well! I ’ll 
make it all up to her in my will! I 'll make 
it all up to her in my will!’ 

She took it for granted that Patty; like 
the test of her dependants, was gov’etftied 
entirely by mercenary considcratiouS2*Hfti<l 
she was persuaded that the hopes of tJUgic- 
gacy would secure Patty her slave fflMfftc. 
In this she was mistaken. 

One morning Putty came into her room 
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with a face lull of sorrow : a face so unlike 
her usual countenance, that even her mis¬ 
tress, unaccustomed as she was to attend to 
the feelings of others, could not help 
noticing the change. 

‘ Wcii! What’s the matter, child?*’ said 
she. 

* fill! sad news. Madam!’ said Patty, 
turning aside to hide lici tears. 

‘ Put, what's the matter, child, I say? 
Can't you si cak, whatever il is, lies ? What! 
base you faint my best cap in the ironing, 
hey r Is that it.?’ 

‘Oil! worse, worse. Ma'am!’ 

‘ Worse! What can be worse?' 

‘ My hiotIter, Ma'am, my brother George, 
is iii, \ery ill, of a fewer; and they don't 
think he 'll live ! Here is my father’s letter, 
Ma’am ! ’ 

1 Lord! how can I read it without specta¬ 
cles? and why should 1 read it, when 
vou’tc told me all that's in it: How the 
ch^kPcrics ! ’ continued Mrs. Crumpe, rais- 
in^j^M'self a lit’.ie on her pillow, and look- 
iiiuof Patty with a sort of astonished euii- 
osiry? ‘Ikigho! Hut I can’t stay in bed 
this w ay till dinner-time. Get me niv cap. 
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child, and dry your eyes; for crying won’t 
do your brother any good.’ 

Patty dried lies eyes. ‘ No: crying will 
not do him any good,’ said she, ‘ but— 

‘ Put where is my cap ? I do n’t see it 
on tlie dressing-table.’ 

‘ No, Ma’am: Martha will bring it in a 
minute or two; she is plaiting it.’ 

‘ I will not have it plaited by Martha.— 
Go and do it yourself.’ 

‘ But, Ma’am,’ said Patty, who, to her 
mistress’s surprise, stood still, notw ithstand¬ 
ing she heard this order, * I hope you will 
be so good as to give me leave to go to my 
poor brother to day. All the Test of my 
brothers and sisters are with him, and he 
wants to sec me; and they have sent a 
horse for me.’ 

‘No matter what they have sent; you 
shan’t go; I can't spare you. If you 
choose to serve me, serve me. If vou 
choose to serve your brother, serve youi 
brother, and leave me.’ 

‘ Then, Madam,’ said Patty, ‘ I must 
leave you : for 1 cannot but choose tos&Vve 
my brother at such a time as this, if I can 
D 4 
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serve him; which God grant I mayn’t be 
too late to do! ’ 

'What! You will leave me? Leave me 
contrary to my orders ! Take notice, then : 
these doors you shall never enter again, if 
you leave me now,’ cried Mrs. Crumpe; 
who, by this unexpected opposition to her 
orders, was actually worked up to a state 
unlike her usual peevishness. She started 
up in her bed, and growing quite ted in 
the lace, cried, ‘ Leave me now, and you 
leave me for cycr. Remember that! Re¬ 
member that!’ 

‘ Then, Madam, I must leave you for 
ever,’ said Patty, moving towards the door. 

‘ I wish you your health and happiness; 
and am sorry to break so short.’ 

‘The girl’s an idiot!’ cried Mrs Crumpe. 

‘ After this vou cannot expect that 1 shpuld 
remember you in my will.’ 

' No, indeed, Madam ; I expect no such 
thing,' said Party, (llcr hand was on the 
lock of the door as she spoke.) 

‘ Then,’ said Mrs. Crumpe, ‘perhaps you 
will think it worth your while to stay with 
me, when 1 ted you I have not forgot you 
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in ray will ? Consider that, child, beforr yen 
turn the handle of the door. Consider that; 
and do n’t disoblige me for ever.’ 

‘ Oh, Madam, consider my poor brother. 
I am sorry to disoblige you for ever; but I 
can consider nothing but my poor brother,’ 
said Patty. The lock of the door turned 
quickly in her hand. 

‘ Why! Is your brother rich ? What upon 
earth do you expect from this brother, that 
can make it. worth your while to behave to 
me in this strange way?' said Mrs. Crumpe. 

Patty was silent with astonishment for a 
few moments, and then answered, ‘ l ex¬ 
pect nothing from him, Madam ; he is as 
poor as myself; but that does not make me 
love him the less." 

Pcfbre Mrs. Crumpe could understand 
this last speech, Patty had left the room. 
Iler mistress sat up in her bed, in the same 
attitude, for some minutes after she was 
gone, looking iixedly at the place where 
Patty had stood : she could scarce! v recover 
from her surprise; and a multitude of pain¬ 
ful thoughts crowded upon her mind. 

‘If I was dying, and poor, who would 
come tome? Not a relation I have in the 
l) 5 
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world would come near me! Not a creature 
oil earth loves me as this poor girl loves her 
brother, who is as poor as herself.’ 

Here her reflections were interrupted by 
hearing- the galloping of Patty’s horse, as it 
passed by the windows. Mrs. Crumpe tried 
to compose hferself again to sleep, but she 
could not; and in half an hour’s time she 
rang her bell violently, took her purse out 
of. her pocket, counted out twenty bright 
guineas, and desired that a horse should be 
saddled immediately, and that her steward 
should gallop after Patty, and offer her that 
whole mm in hand, if she would return. 
‘ Begin with one guinea, and bid on till you 
come up to her price,’ said Mrs. Crumpe. 
‘Have her back again I will; if it was only 
to convince myself that she is to be had 
for money as well as other people.’ 

The steward, as he counted the gold in 
his hand, thought it was a great sum to 
throw away for such a whim : he had never 
seen his lady take the whim of giving away 
ready money before, but' it was iu vain to 
reinonstrate; she was peremptory, and he 
obeyed. 

In two hours’time he returned ■> and Mrs. 
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Crumpe saw her gold again with extreme 
astonishment. The steward said he could 
not prevail upon Patty even to look at the 
guineas. Mrs. Crumpe now flew into a 
violent passion, in which none of our read- 
cis will probably sympathize: we shall 
therefore forbear to describe it. 


CHAPTER III. 

Whln Patty came within half a mile of 
the cottage in which her father lived, she 
met Hannah, the faithful servant, who had 
ne\cr deseited the family in their misfor¬ 
tunes : she had been watching all the morn¬ 
ing on the load, for the first sight of Patty ; 
but, when she saw her, and came quite close 
up to her, she had no power to speak; and 
Patty \us so much teirified that she could 
not ask her a single question. She walked 
her hoise a slow pace, and kept silence. 

‘Won’t you ^o on, Ma’am?’ said Han¬ 
nah at last, forcing herself to speak. 
‘Won't you go on a bit faster ? He’s al¬ 
most wild to see you.‘ 
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‘ He is alive then! ’ cried Patty. The 
horse was in full gallop directly, and she Was 
soon at her father’s door. Janies and Frank 
were there watching for her: they lifted her 
from the horse; and, feeling that she trem¬ 
bled so much as to.be scarcely able to stand, 
they would have detained her a little while 
in the air; but she passed, or rather rushed 
into the room where her brother lay. He 
took no notice of her, when she came in ; 
for he was insensible. Fanny was support¬ 
ing his head: she held out her hand to 
Patty, who went ou tiptoe to the side of 
the bed. ‘ Is he asleep ? ’ whispered she. 

‘ Not asleep, but-He ’ll come to him¬ 

self presently,’ continued Fanny, ‘ and he 
will be very, very glad you are come; and 
so will my father.’ 

‘ Where is my father?’ said Patty, ‘I 
do n’t see him.’ 

Fanny pointed to the furthest end of the 
room, where he was kneeling at his devo¬ 
tion. The shutters being half closed, she 
could but just see the faint beam which 
'slioije upon his gray hairs. He rose, came 
to his daughter Patty with an air of re- 
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signed grief, and taking her hand between 
both of his, jsaid, * My love—we must lose 
him—God’s will be done ! ’ 

‘ Oh ! there is hope, there is hope still! ! 
said Fatty. ‘ See ! The colour is coming 
back to his lips again ; his eyes open ! Oh ! 
George, dear George, dear brother! It is 
your own sister Patty': do n’t you know 
Patty?’ 

‘ Patty ! : —Yes. Why does not she come 
to me ? I would go to her if I could,’ 
said the sufferer, without knowing what he 
talked of. ‘ Is not she come yet ? Send an¬ 
other horse, Frank. Why, it is only six 
miles. Six miles in three hours, that is— 
how many miles an hour? ten miles is it? 
—Do n't hurry her—Do n’t tell her I’m so 
bad—nor my father—Do n’t let him see me, 
nor James, nor Frank, nor pretty Fanny, 
nor any body—They are all too good to me 
—I only wished to see poor Patty once 
before 1 die—But do n’t frighten her—I 
shall be very well, tell her—quite well by 
the time she comes.’ 

After running on in this manner for some 
time, his eyes closed again, aud he lay in a 
state of stupor. He continued in this con- 
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dition for some time: at last his sisters, who 
were watching- beside the bed, heard a 
knocking at the door. It was Frank and 
James: they had gone for a clergyman, 
whom George, before he became delirious, 
had desired to see. The clergyman was 
come, and with him a benevolent physician, 
who happened to be at his house, and who 
insisted upon accompanying him. As soon 
as the physician saw the poor young man, 
and felt his pulse, he perceived that the ig¬ 
norant apothecary, who had been first em¬ 
ployed, had entirely mistaken George's dis¬ 
ease, and had treated him improperly. His 
disease was a putrid fever, and the apothe¬ 
cary had bled him repeatedly. The phj si- 
c-ian thought he could certainly have saved 
his life, if he had seen him two days sooner; 
but now' it was a hopeless case. All that 
could be done for him he tried. 

Towards evening, the disease seemed to 
take a favourable turn. George.came to his 
senses, knew his father, his brothers, and 
Funny, and spoke to each with his eusto" 
many kindness, as they stood round his bed : 
lie then asked whether poor Patty was come? 
When he saw her, he thanked her tenderly 
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for coming to him; but could not recollect 
he had any thing particular to say to her. 

4 1 only wished to see you all together, to 
thank you for your good nature to me'ever 
since I was born, and to take leave of you 
before I die; for l feel that I am dying. 
Na\, do not cry so! My father ! Oh ! my 
father is most to be pitied; but he will have 
.fames and Frank left.’ 

Seeing his father’s affliction, which the 
good old man struggled in vain to subdue, 
George broke off here: he put his hand to 
his head, as if fearing it was again growing 
confused. 

‘ Let me see our good clergyman, now 
that I am well enough to see him,’ said he. 
He then took a hand of each of his brothers 
and sisters, joined them together, and pressed 
them to his lips, looking from them to his 
father, whose back was now turned. ‘ You 
understand me,’ whispered George ; ‘ he 
can never come to want, while you are left 
to work and comfort him. If I should not 
sec you again in this world, farewell! Ask 
my father to give me his blessing!’ 

‘ God bless you, my son! God bless you, 
my dear good son ! God will surely bless so 
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good a son ! ’ said the agonized father, laying 
his hand upon his son’s forehead, which even 
now was cold with the damp of death. 

‘ What a comfort it is to have a father’s 
blessing! ’ said George. ‘ May you all have 
it, when you are as-1 am now/ 

, ‘ J shall he out of this world long, long 
before that time, I hope,’ said the poor old 
man, as he left the room., ‘ But God's will 
be done ! Send the clergyman to my boy !’ 

‘The clergyman remained in the room but 
a short time : when he returned to the fami¬ 
ly, they saw by his looks that all was over! 

There was a solemn silence. 

* Be comforted,’ said the good clergyman. 
‘ Never man left this world with a clearer 
conscience, or had happier hope of a life to 
come. Be comforted. Alas! at such a time 
as this you cannot be comforted by any 
thing that the tongue of man can say.’ 

All the family attended the funeral. It 
Was on a Sunday, just before morning pray¬ 
ers; and, as soon as George was intei red, 
his father, brothers, and sisters, left the 
churchyard, to avoid being seen by the gay 
people who were coining to their devotion. 
As they went home, they passed through the 
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field in which George used to work ; there 
they saw his heap of docks, and liis spade 
upright in the ground beside it, just as he 
had left it, the last time that he had ever 
worked. 

The whole family stayed for a few days 
with their poor father. Late one evening, 
as they were all walking ^ut together in the 
fields, a heavy dew began to fall; and James 
urged his father to make haste home, lest he 
should catch cold, and should have auother 
fit of the rheumatism. They were then at 
some distance from their cottage; and 
Frank, who thought he knew a short way 
home, took them by a new road, which un¬ 
luckily led them far out of their way ; it 
brought them unexpectedly within sight of 
their old farm, and ol’ the new house which 
Mr. Betfesworth had built upon it. 

‘ Ghl my dear father, I am sorry 1 brought 
you this way,’ cried Frank. ‘ Let us turn 
back.’ 

‘ No, my son, why should we turn back ?’ 
said his father, mildly; ‘ we can pass by 
these fields, and this house, I hope, without 
coveting our neighbour’s goods.’ 

As they came near the house, he stopped 
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at the gate to look at it. ‘ It is a good 
house,’ said he, ‘ but I have no need to envy 
any man a good house: I, that hare so much 
better things—good children ! ’ 

Just as he uttered these words, Mr. Bet- 
tesw orth’s house door opened, and three or 
four men appeared on- the stone steps, quar¬ 
relling and fighting. * The loud voices of 
Fighting Bob and Wild Will were heard 
too plainly. 

‘ W’e have no business here,’ said old 
Frankland, turning to his children; ‘ let us 
go.’ 

The combatants pursued each other with 
such furious rapidity, that they were near 
to the gate in a fpw instauts. 

* Lock the gate, you without there, who¬ 
ever you are ! Lock the gate ! or I 'll knock 
you down when I come up, whoever you 
arc; ’ cried Fighting Bob, who was hindmost 
in the race. 

Wild Will was foremost; he kicked open 
the gate, but his foot slipped as he was going- 
through : his brother overtook him, and, 
seizing him by the collar, cried, ‘Give me 
back the bank notes, you rascal; they are 
mine, and 1 ^iLhave ’em in spite of you.’ 
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‘ They are mine, and I ’ll keep’em in spite 
of you,’ retorted Will, who was much intox¬ 
icated. 

* Oh ! what a sight! brothers fighting ! 
Oh ! part them, part them ! Hold ! Hold ! 
for Heaven’s sake! ’ cried old Frankland to 
them. 

Frank und James held them asunder, 
though they continued to abuse oneanother 
in the grossest terms. Their father, by this 
time, came up; he wrung his hands, and 
wept bitterly. 

‘ Oh ! shame, shame to me in my old age!’ 
cried he; ‘ can’t you two let me live the few 
years 1 have to live in peace ? Ah, neigh¬ 
bour Frankland, you are better off? My 
heart will break soon! These children of 
mine will be the ruin and the death ofme!’ 

At these words the sons interrupted their 
father, w ith loud complaints of the manner 
in which he had treated them. They had 
quarrelled with one another, and with their 
father, about money. The father charged 
them w i th p roll i gate ex t ra vaganee; and they 
accused him of sordid avarice. Mr. Frank¬ 
land, much shocked at this scene, besought 
them at least to return to their house, and 
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not to expose themselves in this manner : 
especially now that they were in the station 
of gentlemen. Their passions were too loud 
and brutal to listen to this appeal’to their 
pride: their being raised to the rank of 
gentlemen, could not give them principles, 
or manners; that can only be done by edu¬ 
cation. Despairing to effect anygood, Mr. 
Frankland.retired from this scene, and made 
the best of his way home to his peaceful 
cottage. 

‘ My children,’ said he to his family, as 
they sat down to their frugal meal, * we are 
poor, but we are happy in one another. 
Was not I right to say I need not envy neigh¬ 
bour Bettesworth his fine house? What¬ 
ever misfortunes befal me, I have the bless¬ 
ing of good children. It is a blessing I 
would not exchange for any this world af¬ 
fords. God preserve them in health !' 

He sighed, and soon added, ‘ It is a bitter 
thing to think of a good son, who is dead; 
but it is worse, perhaps, to think of a bad 
son who is alive. That is a misfortune I 
can never know. But, my dear boys and 
girls,’ continued he, changing Ids tone, ‘this 
idle way of life of ours must not last for 
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ever-. . You are too poor to be idle; and so 
much the better for you. To morrow you 
must all away, to your own business.’ 

‘ But, father,’ cried they all at once, 
‘ which of us may stay with you ?’ 

‘ None of you, my good children. You 
arc all going on well in the world ; and I 
will not take you from your good masters 
and mistresses.’ 

Patty now urged that she had the strongest 
right to remain with her father; because 
Mrs. Crumpc would certainly refuse to re¬ 
ceive her into her service again, after what 
had passed at their parting: but nothing 
could prevail upon . Fran kland ; he posi¬ 
tively refused to let any of his children stay 
w ith him. At last Frank cried, ‘How can 
you possibly manage this farm without 
help? You must let cither James or me stay 
with you, father. Suppose you should be 
seized with,another fit of the rheumatism.’ 

Frankland paused for a moment, and then 
answered, ‘ Poor Hannah will nurse me, if 
1 fall sick. I am able still to pay her just 
w ages. I will not be a Imidcn to my c '.ild* 
ren. As to this farm, I am going to give 
it up ; for indeed,’ said the old man smiling, 
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* I should not be well able to manage it w ith 
the rheumatism in my spade-arm.' My land-' 
lord, farmer Hewit, is a good - natured 
friendly man; and he will give me my own 
time for the rent: nay, he tells me he would 
let me live in this cottage for nothing; but 
I cannot do that.’ 

‘ Then what will you do, dear father ?" 
said his sons. 

‘The clergyman, who was here yesterday, 

has made interest for a house for me which 

* 

Avill cost me nothing, nor him neither; and 
I shall be very near you both, boys.’ 

‘But, father,’ interrupted Frank, ‘I know, 
by your way of speaking, there is something 
about this house which you do not like.’ 

‘ That is true,’ said old Frankland: ‘ but 
that is the fault of my pride, and of my old 
prejudices; which are hard to conquer, at 
my time of life. It is certain, I do not much 
like the thoughts of going into an alms¬ 
house.’ 

‘An .alms-house!’ cried all his children 
at once, in a tone of horror. ‘ Oh! father, 
you must not, indeed you must not go into 
an alms-house! ’ 

The pride, which renders the English yeo- 
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man averse to live upon public charity, is 
"highly advantageous to the industry and 
virtue of the nation. Even where it is in¬ 
stilled early into families as a prejudice, it 
is useful; and ought to be respected. 

Frankland’s children, shocked at the idea 
of their father's going into an alms-house, 
eagerly offered to join together the money 
they had earned, and to pay the rent of the 
cottage, in which he now lived; but Frank- 
land knew that, if he took this money, his 
children would themselves be in distress. 
He answered, with tears in his eyes, 

‘ My dear children, I thank you all for 
your goodness; but I cannot accept of your 
offer. Since I am no longer able to sup¬ 
port myself, I will not, from false pride, be 
the ruin of my children. 1 will not be a 
burden to them; and I prefer living upon 
public charity to accepting of the ostenta¬ 
tious liberality of any one rich man. I am 
come to a resolution, which nothing shall 
induce me to break. I am determined to 
live in the Monmouth alms-house—nay, 
hear me, my children, patiently,—to live; 
in the Monmouth alms-house for one year; 
and during that time I will not see any of 
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you, unless I am sick. I lay my commands 
upon you not to attempt to see me, till this 
day twelvemonth. If at that time you are 
all together able to maintain me, v\ ithout 
hurting yourselves, I will most willingly ac¬ 
cept of your bounty for the rest of my tlay s.’ 

His children assured him they should be 
able to earn money sufficient to maintain 
him, without injury to themselves, long be¬ 
fore the end of the year; and they besought 
him to permit them, to do so as soon as it 
was in their power: but he continued firm 
in his lesolution, and made them solemnly 
promise they would obey his commands, 
and not ever attempt to see him during the 
ensuingyear. lie then tookleave of them in 
a most affectionate manner, saying, ‘I know, 
my deaiest children, I have now given you 
the strongest possible motive for industry 
and good conduct. Thi« day twelvemonth 
wc shall meet again; and 1 hope it will be 
as joy ful a meeting as this is a sorrowful 
paiting.’ His childien, with some difficulty, 
obtained permission to accompany him to 
his new abode. 

The alms-houses at Monmouth aie far 
supeiior to common institutions of this kind; 
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they ate. remarkably rWjtt ana comfortable 
little dwellings, and form a row qf pretty 
cottag^dj behind each of which there is a 
garden full of gooseberries, currants, and a 
variety of useful vegetables. These the old 
men cultivate themselves. The houses aje 
fitted up conveniently; and.each individual 
is provided v ith every thing that he wants, 
in lus own habitation: so that there is no 
oppoitunity, or temptation, for those petty 
disputes about property, which often occur 
in ehaiitable institutions, that aie not piu- 
dcutly conducted. Pooi people, who have 
theii goods In commofi, must necessaiily 
become quai 1 elsome. 

* * You see,’ said old Frankland, pointing 
to the shining row of pewter, on the clean 
shelf over the fire-place in his little kitchen: - 
* you see I want for nothing licie. I am 
not much to b£ pitied.’ 

Jlis cliildicn stood silent, and dejected, 
whilst he dressed himself in the uniform be¬ 
longing to the alms-house. Before tliey 
paited, they all agreed to tneet, at this 
place, that day twelvemonth, and to biiqg 
with them the earnings <?f the year: they had 
hopes that thus, by their united efforts, a 
VOL. III. i 
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sum might be obtained sufficient to place 
their father once more in a state of inde¬ 
pendence. With these hopes they separated, 
and returned to their masters and mistresses. 


CHAPTER IV. 

Patty went to Mrs. Crumpe's to get her 
clothes which she had left there, and to re* 
ceive some months’ wages, which were still 
due for her services. After what had passed, 
shchadnoideathatMrs. Crumpe would wish 
she should stay with her; and she had heard 
of another place, in Monmouth, which she 
believed would suit her tn every respect. 

The first person she saw, when she ar¬ 
rived at the house of her late mistress, was 
Martha; who, with a hypocritical length of 
face, said to her, ‘ Sad news! Sad news, 
Mrs. Patty! The passion mv lady was 
thrown into, by your going aw ay so sudden, 
was of terrible detiinieni to her. That 
very night she had a stroke of the palsy, 
And has scarce spoke since.’ 

‘ Do n’t take it to heart, it is none of your 
fault: don’t take it to heart, dear Patty,’ 
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said Betty the housemaid, who was fond of 
Patty. ‘ What could you do but go to yoiiF 
brother? Here, drink this Avater, and don’t 
blame yourself at all about the matter. Mis- 
tiess had a stroke sixteen months ago, 
afoic ever you came into the house; and I 
dare say she'd have had this last, whether 
A ou had stayed or gone.’ 

1 lore -they Avert* interrupted by the violent 
ringing of Mrs. Crumpc’s bell. They Avere 
in the room next to her; and, as she heard 
voices louder than usual, she Avas impa¬ 
tient to know Avhat Avas going on. Patty 
heard Mrs. Martha ansAver, as she opened 
her lady’s door, ‘ Tis only Patty Frankland, 
Ma’am; Avho is come for her clothes and her 
Avages.’ 

‘ And she is very sorry to hear you have 
been so ill; very sorry,’ said Betty, follow¬ 
ing to the door. 

* Bid her come in,’ said Mrs. Crum pc, in a 
voice more distinct than she had ever been 
heard to speak in since the day of her illness. 

‘ What! are you sorry lor me, child 1 * said 
Mis. Crumpe, fixing her eyes upon Patty's?. 
Patty made no answer; but it was plain 
hcAV much she was shocked. 

e '2 
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c Ay, I see you are sorry for mo/ said her 
mistress. ‘And so am I for you/ added 
she, stretching out her hand and taking hold 
of Patty’s black’gown. ‘ You shall have a 
finer stuff than this for mourning for me. 
But I know that is not what you are think¬ 
ing of: and that’s the reason I have more 
value for you than for all the rest of them 
put together. Stay with me, stay with me, 
to nurse me; you nurse me to my mind. You 
cannot leave me, in the way 1 am in now, 
when I ask you to stay.’ 

Patty could not without inhumanity re¬ 
fuse ; she stayed Avith Mrs. Crumpe, who 
grew so doafingly fond of her, that she could 
scarcely bear to have her a moment out of 
sight. She would take neither food nor me¬ 
dicines, but. from Patty’s hand; and she 
would not speak, except in answer to Patty's 
questions. The fatigue and confinement she 
now was forced to undergo were enough to 
hurt the constitution of any one, who had 
not very strong health. Patty bore them with 
the greatest patience and good-humour; in¬ 
deed, the consciousness that she was doing 
right supported her in exertions, which 
would otherwise have been beyond her 



She. had .still more difficult trials to go 
through : Mrs. Martha M as jealous of her 
favour with her lady, and often threw out 
hints that some people had much more luck, 
and more cunning too, than other people; 
but that some people might perhaps be dis¬ 
appointed at last in their ends. 

Patty wenton her own straight, way, with¬ 
out minding these insinuations at first; but 
she was soon forced to attend to them. 
Mrs. Crumpe's relations received intelli¬ 
gence, from Mrs. Martha, that her lady was 
growing worse and worse every hour; and 
that she was quite shut up under the do¬ 
minion of, an artful servant girl; who had 
gained such power over her that there was 
no knowing what the consequence might be. 
Mrs. Crumpe's relations were much alarmed 
by this story : they knew she had made a 
will, in their favour, some years before this 
time; and they dreaded that Patty should 
prevail upon her to alter it, and should get 
possession herself of the fortune. They were 
particularly struck with this idea, because 
an instance of undue power, acquired bye. 
favourite servant maid .o\ er her clearing mis¬ 
tress, happened about this petiod to he 
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mentioned, in an account of a trial, in the 
news-papers of the day. Mrs. Crumpe’s 
nearest relations were two grand nephews. 
The eldest was Mr. Josiah Crumpc, a mer¬ 
chant who was settled at Liverpool: the 
youngest was that Ensign Bloomington, 

whom \\ e formerly mentioned, lie had been 

• * 

intended for a merchant, but he would never 
settle to business; anti at last ran away 
fiom the counting-house, where he had been 
placed, and went into-the army, lie was 
an idle extravagant young man: his great- 
aunt was by tits very angry with him, or very 
fond of him. Sometimes, she would supply 
him with money ; at others, she would for¬ 
bid him her presence, and declare he should 
never sec another shilling of hers. This had 
been her Latest determination ; hut Ensign 
Bloomington thought he could easily get into 
favt ur again, ami lie resolved to force him¬ 
self into the house. Mrs. Crumpc positive¬ 
ly refused to see him: the day alter this re¬ 
fusal, he returned with a reinforcement, for 
which Patty was not in the least prepared: 
he was accompanied by Miss Sally Bettes- 
u’orth, in a regimental riding-habit. Jesse 
u'd hi i'll tin origin;.! object of this gentle- 
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man’s gallantry; but she met w ith a new 
and richer lover, and of course jilted him.— 
Sally, who was in haste to be married, took 
.undisguised pains to fix the Ensign; and 
she thought she was sure of him.—But to 
pioceed with our story. 

Patty was told that a lady and gentleman 
desired to see her, in the parlour: she was 
scarcely in the room when Sally began, in 
a voice capable of intimidating the most 
courageous of scolds, ‘ Fine doings ! Fine 
doings, here! You think you have the 
game in your own hands, I warrant, m y 
lady Paramount; but I’m not one to be 
bullied, you know of old.’ 

‘ Nor am I one to be bullied, I hope,’ re¬ 
plied Patty, iu a modest but firm voice. 
* Will you be pleased to let me know, in a 
quiet way, what are your commands with 
me, or my lady ? ’ 

‘ This gentleman here must see your lady 
as you call her. Tq let you into a bit of a 
aeciet, this gentlemen and I is soon to he 
one; so no wonder I stir in this a hair, and 
I ne\cr stir for nothing; so it is as well Un- 
con to do it with lhii word.-, as foul. \\ ith- 
i. 4 
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out more preambling, please to show this 
gentleman into his aunt’s room, which sure 
he h as the best right to see of any one in. 
this world; and if you prevent it in any 
species, 1 'll have the law of you, and I take 
this lespeetable woman,’ looking at Mis. 
Martha, who came in with a salver of cakes 
and wine, ‘ I take this here respectable gen- 
tle woman to be my witness, if you choose 
to refuse my ht&band (that is to be) admit¬ 
tance to his true\nd lawful nearest lelation 
upon earth. Only say the doors are locked, 
and that you won’t lt't him in; that’s all 
we ask of you, Mrs. Patty Paramount. 
Only say that, afore this here witness.’ 

‘ Indeed, I shall say no such thing, 
Ma’am,’ replied Patty; ‘for it is not in the 
least my wish to prevent the gentleman from 
seeing my mistress. It was she herself w ho 
refused to let him in; and I think, if he 
forces himself into the room, she will he apt 
to be very much displeased : but I shall not 
hinder him, if he chooses to try. There ai e 
the stuns, and mv lady’s room is the hist 
omthe right hand. Only, Sir, befoie \ eu 
go up. let me caution you, lest >ou shou'd 
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startle her so as to be the death of her. 
The least surprise or fright might bring on 
another stroke in an instant.’ 

Ensign Bloomington and Saucy Sally 
now looked at one another, as'if at a los< 
how to proceed: they retired to a window 
to consult; and whilst they were whisper¬ 
ing, a coach drove up to the door. It was 
full of Mrs. (Jrumpe's relations, who came 
post-haste from Monmouth, in consequence 
of the alarm given by Mrs. Martha. Mr. 
Josiah Crumpe was not in the eoacli: lie 
had been written for, but was not yet 
arrived 1mm Liverpool. 

Xou, it must be observed, this cojchfu] 
of relations were all enemies to Eusigr 
Bloomington; and the moment they pul 
their heads out of the caniage window, ant 
saw him standing in the parlour, their sur 
prise and indignation were too great for co 
lulent utterance. With all the rashness o 
prejudice, they decided that he had bribci 
i'atty to let him in and to exclude their 
Possessed w itli this idea, they hurried ou 
of the coach, passed by poor Patty, who wa 
standing in the hall, and beckoned to Mr: 
Martha, who shewed them into the diaw in 
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room,and remained shut up with them tlwte 
for some minutes. * Sire is playing - us false,’ 
cried Saucy Sally, rushing out of the par¬ 
lour. ‘ I told you not to depend on that 
Martha; nor oii nobody but me: l said 1 \1 
force a way fur you up to the room, and so 
I have; and now you have not the spirit 10 
take your advantage. They’ll get in all 
of them before you ; and then wheicwill 
you he, and what will you be?’ 

M:s. Cunnpe's bell rang - violently, and 
1 kitty ran up stairs to her room, 

‘ I have been ringing - for you, Patty, this 
quarter of an hour! What is all the dis¬ 
turbance I hear below?’ 

‘ your ldaiious, Ma’am, who wish to see 
you. 1 hope you wo n’t refuse to see them, 
for they aie vciy ail X IOllS. 

‘ Very anxious to have me dead and bu¬ 
ried. Hot one of them cares a groat for 
me. I have made mv will, tell them; and 

9 V 

they will see that in time. I will not see 
oilc of them.’ 

By tins time, they were all at the bed¬ 
chamber door, struggling which party 
should eater lirst. Saucy Sally's loud voice 
was heart!, maintaining her right to be there, 
as wife elect to Ensign Bloomington. 
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‘ Tell them the lirst who enters this room 
shall never sec a shilling of my money,’ 
cried Mrs. Cruinpc. 

Patty opened tlie door; the disputants 
weie instantly silent. ‘ lie pleased, before 
you come in, to ho.uLeu to what my mis- 
ticss says. Ma'am, will you say whatever 
you think proper yoinself’ said Patty; ‘for 
it is too hard for me to he suspected of put¬ 
ting woids into your mouth, and keeping 
your friends from the sight of‘ } 0 u.’ 

‘ The first of them, who comes into this 
loom,’ cried Mrs. Ciumpc, raising her fee¬ 
ble voice to the highest pitch she was able, 

‘ the first who enters this room^hall never 
sec a shilling of my money ; and so on to 
the next, and the nexl, and the next. I ’ll 
see none of } on.’ 

No one ventured to enter. Their infinite 
solicitude, to see how poor Mrs. Crumpo 
found herself to day, suddenly vanished. 
The two pai tics adjoui ned to the parlour and 
the diavving-room; and there was nothing in 
which they agreed, except in abusing Patty. 
The\ called for pen, ink, and paper, and 
each wrote what the} wished to sa\. Then- 
notes were earned up by Patty herself; for 
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Mrs. Martha would not run the risk of los¬ 
ing her Own legacy to oblige any of them, 
though she had been bribed by all. With 
much difficulty, Mis. Ciumpe was prevailed 
upon to look at the notes: at last, she ex¬ 
claimed, ‘ Let them all come up! all; this 
moment tell them, all! ’ 

They were in the room instantly; all, ex¬ 
cept Saucy Sally: Ensign Bloomington per¬ 
suaded her it was for the best that she should 
not appear. Patty was retiring, as soon as 
she had shown them in ; but her mistress 
called to her, and bade her take a k»y, which 
she held in her hand, and unlock an eseri- 
toir that was in the room. She did so. 

‘ Give me that parcel, which is tied up 
with red tape, and scaled with three seals,’ 
said Mrs. Crumpe. 

All eyes were immediately fixed upon it, 
for it was her will. 

Shebrokethe seals deliberately, untied the 
red string, opened the huge sheet of parch¬ 
ment, and without saying one syllable tore 
it down the middle; then tore the pieces 
again, and again, till they were so small that 
the writing could not be read. The specta¬ 
tors looked upon one another in dismay 
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Ay! you may all look as you please,’ 
cried Mrs. Crumpe. ‘ Ihn alive, and in my 
sound senses still: my money’s mv own; my 
property’s my own; I ’ll do what I please 
with it. You were all handsomely provided 
for in this will; but you could not wait for 
your legacies till I was under ground. No! 
you must come hovering over me, like so 
many ravens. It is not time yet! It is not 
time yet! The breath is not yet out. of my 
body; and when it is, you shall none of you 
be the better for it, I promise you. My 
money’^py own; my property’s my own; 
I ’ll make a new will to morrow. Good by 
to you all. I’ve told you my mind.’ 

Not the most abject lufmiliations, not the 
most artful caresses, not the most taunting 
reproaches, from any of the company, could 
extort another word from Mrs. Crumpe. 
Her disappointed and incensed relations 
were at last obliged to leave the house; 
thoughnot wdthout venting their rage upon 
Patty, wholn they believed, to be the secret 
cause of all that had happened. After they 
had left the house, she went up to a garret, 
where she thought no one would see he/ or 
hear her, sat down on an old bedstead, and 
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burst into tears. She had been much shock¬ 
ed by the scenes that had just passed, and 
her heart wanted this relief! 

Oh! thought she, it is plain enough that it 
is not riches which can make people happy. 
Here is this poor lady, with heaps of money 
and line clothes, without any one in this 
whole world to love or care for her; but all 
wishing her dead: worried by her own rela¬ 
tions, and abused by them, almost in her 
hearing, upon her death-bed! Oh! my poor 
brother! How different it was wilt you! 

Patty’s reflections were here iflBfcrupted 
by the entrance of Martha; who came and 
sat down on the bedstead beside her, and 
with a great deal of hypocritical kindness in 
her manner, began to talk of what had pass¬ 
ed; blaming Mrs. Crumpe's relations for 
being so hard-hearted and inconsiderate as 
to force business upon her when she was in 
such a state. ‘ Indeed, they have no one 
to thank, but themselves, for the new turn 
things have taken. I hear my mistress has 
torn her will to atoms, and is going to make 
a new one! To be sure, you, Mrs. Patty, 
will be handsomely provided for in this, as 
is, lam sure, becoming; and I hope, if you 
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have an opportunity, as for cci tain j*ou will, 
you won't ibiget to speak a good woid for 
me! ’ 

Patty, who was disgusted by this interest¬ 
ed and deceitful addiess, answered, she had 
nothing to do with hei uii’.tiesses will; and 
that hei mistress was the best judge of wlut 
should he done with her own money, which 
she did not covet. 

Mrs. Martha was not mistaken in her opi¬ 
nion that Patty would be handsomely re- 
nwnnbeied in tins new will. Mrs. Cruxnpe, 
the next morning, said to Patty, as she was 
giving her some medicine, ‘ It is for your 
interest, child, that I.should get through this 
tiny, at least; for if I live a few hours 
longer,) ou will he the .richest single woman 
in Monmouthshire. I’ll show them all that 
my money's my own; and that I can do 
what i please with rny own. Go yourself to 
Monmouth, child (as soon as you have plait¬ 
ed my c-tp), and bring me the attorney your 
brother lives with, to draw my new will. 
Do n’t sa) one word of your errand to any 
of my relations I charge you, for juw own 
sake as well as mine. The harpies would 
♦ ear you lo pieces; but I’ll show them I can 
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do what.T please with my own. That's the 
least satisfaction I can have for my money 
before I die. God knows, it has been plague 
enough to me all my life long! But now, 
before I die-’ 

‘Oh! Ma’am,’ ilitcri opted Patty, ‘there 
is no need to tall; of your dying now; for 
I have not heaid you speak so strong, or so 
clear, nor seem so much you 1 self, this long 
time. You may live yet, and I hope you 
will, to see many a good day; and to make 
it up, if I may be so bold to say it, with all 
your relations: which, 1 am sure, would be 
a great ease to your heart; and I am suie 
they are very Sony to June offended you.’ 

‘ The gill’s a fool!’ ciicd Mrs. Ciumpe. 

‘ Why, child, do n't you understand me yet? 
I tell you, as plain as I can speak, 1 mean to 
leave the whole fortune to you. Well! 
what makes you look so blank r’ 

‘ Because, Ma’am, indeed I have no wish 
to stand in any body’s way; and would not 
for all the world do such an unjust thing as 
to take advantage of your being a little angry 
or so with your relations, to get the fortune 
lor myself: for I can do, bav mg done all my 
life, without fortune well enough; but I 
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could not do \v ithout my own good opinion, 
and that of my father, and brothers, and 
sister; all which I should lose, if I was to 
be guilty of a mean thing. So, Ma’am,’ said 
Patty, ‘ I have made bold to speak the 
whole truth of my mind to you; and I hope 
you willnotdomean injury, by way of doing 
me a favour. I am sure I thank you with all 
my heart for your goodness to me.’ 

Patty turned away, as she finished speak¬ 
ing ; for she was greatly moved. 

‘ You are a strange girl!’ said Mrs. 
Crumpe. ‘ I would not have believed this, 
if any one had sworn it to me. Go for the 
attorney, as I bid you, this minute. I will 
have my own way.’ 

Wheu Patty arrived at Mr. Barlow’s she 
asked immediately for her brother Frank, 
whom she wished to consult: but he was 
out, and she then desired to speak to Mr. 
Bailow himself She was shown into his 
office, and she told him her business, without 
any circumlocution, with the plain language 
and ingenuous countenance of truth. 

‘ Indeed, Sir,’ said she, ‘I should he glad 
you w ould come directly to my mistress and 
speak to her yourself; for she willmind what 
you say, and I only hope she may do the just 
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thing by her relations. I do n’t want her 
fortune, nor any part of it, but a just re¬ 
compense for my service. Knowing this, 
in my own heart, I forgive thern for ah the 
ill-will they bear me: it being all founded 
in a mistaken notion.’ 

There was a gentleman in Mr. Barlow’s 
office, who was setting at a desk writing a let¬ 
ter, when Patty came in: she took him for 
one of the clerks. Whilst site was speaking, 
he turned about several times, and looked at 
her very earnestly. At last, he went to a 
clerk, who was folding up some parchments, 
and asked who she was ? He then sat down 
again to his writing, without saying a single 
word. This gentleman was Mr. Josiah 
Crumpe, the Liverpool merchant, Mrs. 
Crumpe’s eldest nephew ; who had come to 
Monmouth, in consequence of the account^ 
he had heard of his aunt’s situation* Mr. 
Barlow had lately amicably settled a suit be¬ 
tween hiip and one of his relations at Mon¬ 
mouth; and Mr. Crumpe had just, been sign¬ 
ing the deed relative to this affair. He was 
st’ uek with the disinterestedness of Patty’s 
conduct; but lie kept silence that she might 
not find out who he was, and that lie might 
have full opportunity of doing her justice 
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hereafter. lie was not ene^if the ravens, 
as Mrs. Crump.e emphatically called those 
who were hovering over her, impatient for 
her death: he had, by his own skill and in¬ 
dustry, made himself not only independent 
hut rich. After Patty was gone, he, with 
the true spirit of a British riierchant, 
declared that lie was as independent in his 
sentiments as in his fortune; that he woif to 
not crouch or favvn to man or womaihe way 
or prince, in his majesty’s dominion 
not even to his own aunt. He wishen, part 
old aunt G'rumpe, he said, to live and enj ty; 
all she had as long as slie could; and, if she 
chose to leave it to him after her death, well 
and good; he should be much obliged to her: 
if she did not, why well and good: he should 
not be obliged to be obliged to her; and that, 
to his humour, woidd perhaps b.e better still. 

With these sentiments Mr. Josiah Crumpc 
found no difficulty in refraining from going 
to see, or, as he called it, from paying his 
court to his aunt. ‘ 1 have some choice 
West India sweetmeats here for the poor 
soul," said lie to Mr. Barlow: ‘she gave live 
sn ectmeats when I was a school-boy; v hich 
I do n’t forget. ' I know she has a sweet 
tooth still in her head; for she wrote to me 
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last year, to cjf sire.I ■would get lier some; 
but I did not- relish the style of her letter, 
and I never complied with the order: how¬ 
ever, I was to blame; she is an infirm poor 
creature, and should be humoured now, 
let her be ever so cross. Take her the 
sweetmeats; but, mind, do not let her. 
have a taste or a sight of them till,she lias 
m'&fle her will. I do not want to bribe her 
to Icav/ me her money-bags; I thank my 
God anjd myself, I want them not.’ 

Mr. Barlow immediately went to Mrs. 
Cmmpe'si As she had land to dispose of, 
three witnesses were necessary to the will. 
Patty said she had two men servants who 
could write; but, to mak,e sure of a third, 
Mr. Barlow desired that one of his clerks 
should accompany him. Prank was out; 
so-the eldest clerk went in his stead. 

This clerk's name was Mason : he was 
Prank’s chief friend, and a young man of 
excellent character, lie had never seen 
Patty till this day ; but he had often heard 
her brother speak of her with so much atfoc- 
tion, that he was prepossessed in her favour, 
even before he saw her. The manner in 
which she spoke on the subject of Mrs. 
Crumpe’s fortune quite charmed him; for he 
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was of an open and generous temper, and 
said to himself, ‘ I would rather have this 
girl for my wife, without sixpence in the 
\\ orld, than any woman I ever saw in my 
life—if I could but afford it—and if she was 
but a little prettier. As it is, however, there 
is no danger of my falling in love with her; 
so I may just indulge my self in the pleasure 
of talking to her: beside, it is but civil to 
lead my horse and walk a part of the way 
with Frank’s sister.’ 

Accordingly, Mason set off to walk a part 
of the way to Mrs. Crumpe’s with Patty; 
and they fell into conversation, in which 
they were both so earnestly engaged that 
they did not pensive how time passed. In¬ 
stead, however, of part of the way, Mason 
walked the whole way; and he and Patty 
were both rather surprised, when they found 
themselves within sight of Mrs. Crumpe’s 
house. 

What a fine healthy colour this walking 
has brought into her face! thought Mason, 
as he stood looking at her, whilst they xveie 
waiting for some one to open Mrs. Crumpe's 
door. Though she lias not a single beauti¬ 
ful feature, and though nobody could call 
her handsome, yet, there is so much good- 
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nature in her countenance that, plain as she 
certainly is, her looks are more pleasing to 
my fancy than those of many a beauty I have 
heard admired. 

The door was now opened; and Mr. Bar- 
low, who had arrived some time, summoned 
Mason to business. They went up to Mrs. 
Crum pc's roo.m to take her instructions for 
her new will. Patty showed them in. 

‘ Do n’t go, child. I will not have you 
stir,’ said Mrs. Crumpe. ‘ Now stand thcie, 
at the foot of my bed, and, without hypo¬ 
crisy, tell me truly, child, your mind. This 
gentleman, who undeistands the law, can 
assure you that, in spite of all the relations 
upon earth. I can leave n*y fortune to whom 
1 please : so do not let fear of my relations 
prevent you fiom being happy.’ 

‘No, Madam,’ interrupted Patty, ‘ it was 
not fear that made me say what I did to you 
this morning,; and it is not fear that keeps 
me in the same mind still. 1 would not do 
what I thought wrong myself if nobody else 
in the whole world was to know it. But, 
since you desire me to say what I leally 
wish, I have a father, who is in gre.it dis¬ 
tress, and I should wish you would leave 
fifty pounds to him.’ 
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4 With such principles and feelings,’cried 
Mr. Bartow, ‘ you are happier than ten 
thousand a year could make you! ’ 

Mason said nothing; but his looks said a 
great deal; and his master forgave him the 
innumerable blunders he made, in drawing 
Mrs. Crumpe’s will. ‘ Come, Mason, give 
me up the pen,’ whispered he, at last: ‘ you 
are not your own man I see; and I like you 
the better for being touched with good and 
generous conduct. But a truce with senti¬ 
ment, now ; I must be a mere man of law. 
Go you and take a walk, to recover your 
legal senses.’ 

The contents of Mrs. Crumpe’s new will 
were kept secret: Patty did not in the least 
know how she had disposed of her fortune . 
nor did Mason, for he had written only tht 
preamble, when his master compassionately 
took the pen from his hand. Contrary to 
expectation, Mrs. Crumpe continued to 
linger on for some months; and, during this 
time, Patty attended her with the most pa¬ 
tient care and humanity. Though long 
habits of selfishness had rendered this lady 
in general indifl’cient to the feelings of her 
servants and dependants, yet Patty was an 
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exception: she often said to her, ‘Child, 
it goes against my conscience to keep yon 
prisoner here the best days of your life, in a 
sick room: go out and take a walk with 
y our brothers and sister, I desire, -whenever 
they call for you.’ 

These walks with her brothers and sister 
were^ry refreshing to Patty; especially 
when Mason was of the party, as he almost 
alw ays contrived to be. Every day he grew 
more and more attached to Patty; for every 
dav he became moie and more com ineed of 
the goodness of her disposition, and the 
sweetness of her temper. The affection, 
which lie saw her brothers and sisters boie 
her, spoke to his mind most strongly in her 
favour. They have known her fiom her 
childhood, thought he, and cannot be de¬ 
ceived in her character. T is a good sign 
that those who knowher best love her most; 
and her loving her pretty sister, Fanny, as 
she docs, is a proof that she is incapable of 
envy and jealousy. 

Inconsequcnceof these reflections, Mason 
determined he would apply diligently to his 
business; that he might in due time be able 
to many and support Patty. She ingenu- 
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ously told him she had never seen the man 
she could love so well as himself: but that 
her first object was to earn some money, to 
release her' father from the alms-house, 
where she could not bear to see him living 
upon charity. ‘ When, amongst us all, we 
have accomplished this,’ said she, ‘it will 
be time enough for me to think of marrying. 
Duty first, and love afterwards.’ 

Mason loved her the bettor, .when he 
found her so steady in her gratitude to her 
father; for he was a man of sense, and knew 
that so good a daughter and sister would, 
in all probability, make a good wife.. 

We must now give some account of what 
Fanny has been doing all this time. Upon 
her return to Mrs. Hungerford’s, after the 
death of her brother, site was received with 
the greatest kindness by her mistress, ami 
by all the children, w ho were really fond 
of her; though she had never indulged them 
in any thing that was contrary to their mo¬ 
ther’s wishes. 

Mrs. Hungerlord had not’ forgotten the 
affair of the lo'tf le-drum. One morning she 
said to her little son, ‘ Oustavus, your curi¬ 
osity aboutthe kettle-drum and the clarionet 
v 


von. m. 
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shall be satisfied: your cousin Philip will 
come here in a few days; and he is well ac¬ 
quainted with the colonel .of the regiment, 
which is quartered in Monmouth: he shall 
ask the colonel to let us have the band here, 
some day. We may have them at the fur¬ 
thest end of the garden ; and you and your 
brothers and sisters shall dine in the arbour, 
with Fanny, who upon this occasion parti¬ 
cularly deserves to have a share in your 
amusement.’ 

The cousin, Philip, of whom Mrs. IJun- 
gerford spoke, was no other than Frank- 
land's landlord, young Mr. Folingsby. Be¬ 
side liking fine horses and fine curricles, 
this gentleman was a great admirer of fine 
women. 

He was struck with Fanny’s beauty, the 
first day he came to Mrs. liungerford's: 
every succeeding day he thought her hand¬ 
somer and handsomer; and every day grew 
fonder and fonder of playing with his little 
cousins. Upon some pretence or other, he 
contrived to be constantly in the room with 
them, when Fanny was there: the modest 
propriety of her manners, however, kept 
him at that distance at which it was no easy 
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matter for a pretty girl, in her situation, to 
keep such a gallant gentleman. His inteu- 
tion, when he came to Mys. Huugerford's, 
was to stay but a week : but, when that 
week was at an end, he determined to stay 
another: he found his aunt Huugerford's 
house uncommonly agreeable. The mo¬ 
ment she mentioned to him her wish of 
having the hand of music in the garden, he 
was charmed with the scheme, and longed 
to dine-out in the arbour with the chil¬ 
dren ; but he dared not press this point, lest 
he should excite suspicion. 

Amongst other company who dined this 
day with Mrs. Ilungerford was a Mrs. Che- 
viott, a blind lady, who took the liberty, 
as she said, to bring with her a young per¬ 
son, who was just come to live with her as a 
companion. This young person was Jesse 
Bcttesworth; or, as she is henceforward to 
be called, Miss Jesse Bettesworth. Since 
her father had “ come in for Captain Bet- 
tesworth’s fortin,” her mother had spared 
no pains to push Jesse forward in the world; 
having no doubt that “ her beauty, when 
well dressed, would charm some great gen¬ 
tleman ; or, may be, some grea ford !" 

£ 2 
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Accordingly, Jesse was dizenecl out in all 
sorts of finery : her thoughts were wholly 
bent on fashions and flirting: and her mo¬ 
thers vanity, joined to her own, nearly 
turned her brain. 

Just as this fermentation of folly was gain¬ 
ing force, she happened to meet with Ensign 
Bloomington at a ball in Monmouth; he 
fell, or she thought he fell, desperately in 
love with her; she, of course, .coquetted 
with him : indeed, she gave him so much 
encouragement that every body concluded 
they were to be married. She and her sister 
Sally were continually seen walking arm in 
arm with him in the streets of Monmouth; 
and morning, noon, and night she wore the 
drop-earings, of which he had made her a 
present. It chanced, however, that Jilting 
Jesse heard an officer, in her ensign’s re¬ 
giment, swear she was pretty enough to be 
the captain’s lady instead of the ensign’s; 
and, from that moment, she thought no 
more of the ensign. 

He was enraged to find himself jilted thus 
by a country girl, and determined to have 
ins revenge: consequently lie immediately 
transferred all his attentions to her sister 
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Sally; judiciously calculating that, from the 
envy and jealousy he had seen between the 
sisters, this would be the most effectual 
mode of mortifying his perfidious fair. Jilt¬ 
ing Jesse said her sister was welcome to her 
cast-off sweet-hearty: and Saucy Sally re¬ 
plied, her sister was welcome to be her bride- 
maid ; since, with all her beauty and all 
her airs, she was not. likely to be a bride. 

Mrs. Bettesworth had always confessed 
that Jesse was her favourite: like a wise and 
kind mother, she took part in all these dis¬ 
putes; and set these amiable sisters yet more 
at variance, by prophesying that “ her Jesse 
would make the grandest match.” 

To put her into fortune’s way, Mrs. Bcttcs- 
' worth determined to get her into some gen¬ 
teel family, as companion to a lady. Mrs. 
Cheviott’s housekeeper was nearly related 
to the Bcttesworths, and to her Mrs. Bets 
worth applied. 1 But I'm atiaid J.sse *3 
something too much of a flirt,' said the 
housekeeper, ‘ for my mistress; u ho is a 
very strict staid lady. You know, or at 
least we in Monmouth know, that Jesse was 
greatly talked of, about a young officer here 
in town. 1 used myself to see her go trail- 
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ing about, with her muslin and piuk, and 
tine coloured shoes, in the dirt.’ 

‘ Oh! that’s all over now,’ said Mrs. Bet- 
tesworth : ‘ the man was quite beneath her 
notice. That's all over now: he will do well 
enough for S.ally; but, Ma'am, my daughter 
Jesse has quite laid herself out for goodness 
now, and oily wants to get into some house 
where she may learn to be a little genteel.’ 

The housekeeper, though she had not the 
highest possible opinion of the young lady, 
was in hopes that, since Jesse had now laid 
herself out for goodness, she might yet turn 
out well; and, considering that she was her 
relation, she thought it her duty to speak in 
favour of Miss Bettesworth. In conse¬ 
quence of her recommendation, Mrs. Chc- 
viott took Jesse into her family; and Jesse 
was particularly glad to be the companion 
of a blind lady. 

She discovered, the first day she spent 
witli Mrs. Ciieviott, that, beside the misfor¬ 
tune of being blind, she had the still greater 
misfortune of being inordinately fond of 
flattery. Jesse took advantage of this foible, 
and imposed so far on the understanding of 
her patroness, that she persuaded Mrs. Che* 
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viott into a high opinion of her judgment 
and piuden.ee. 

Things were iu this situation when Jesse, 
for the fust time, accompanied the blind 
lady to Mrs. Hungcrfoid’s. "Without lun ing 
the appearance or manners of a gentle¬ 
woman, Miss Jesse Bettcsworlh w -is, not- 
w itliManding, such a pretty showy gill that* 
she generally contrived to attrac t notice. 
She caught Mr. I'olingsby’s eye, at dinner; 
as she was playing off her best airs at the 
side-table; and it was w-ith infinite satisfac¬ 
tion that she heard him ask one of the of¬ 
ficers, as they were going out to walk in the 
garden, ‘Who is that gill? She has fine eyes, 
and a most beautiful long neck ! 5 Upon the 
strength of this whisper, Jesse flattened her¬ 
self she had made-a conquest of Mr. Fo- 
lingsby; by which idea she was so much 
intoxicated that she could scaicely restrain 
her vanity within docent hounds. 

‘Lord! Fanny Fiankland, is it you? 
Who expected to meet you sittinghere,' said 
she; when, to her great smprise, she saw 
Fanny in the hai hour with the children. To 
her yet greater surprise, she soon perceived 
that Mr. Folingsby's attention was entirely 
f 4 
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fixed upon Fanny; and that he became so 
absent he did not know he was walking 
upon the flower-borders. 

Jesse could scarcely believe her senses, 
v, hen she saw that her rival, for as such she 
now considered her, gave her lover no en¬ 
couragement. ‘ Is it possible that the girl 
is such a fool as not to see that this.here 
gentleman is in love with her? No; that is 
out of the nature of things. Oh! it ’sail 
artifice; and I will find out her drift, I 
warrant, before long! ’ 

Having formed this laudable resolution, 
she took her measures well for carrying it 
into effect. Mrs. Cheviott, being blind, 
had few amusements ; she was extremely 
fond of music, and one of Mrs. Ifungerford’s 
daughters played remarkably well on the 
piano-forte. This evening, as Mrs. Che¬ 
viott was listening to the young lady’s 
singing, Jcs,-,o exclaimed, ‘Oh! Ma'am, how 
happy it would make you, to hear such sing¬ 
ing and music every day.’ 

‘ If she would.come every day, when my 
sister is practising with the music-master, 
she might ’near enough of it,’ said little Gus¬ 
taves. ‘ I ’ll run and desire mamma to ask 



THE CONTRAST. 


305 

her; because,’ added be, in a low voice, ‘if 
I was blind, may be I should like it myself. 

Mrs. Ilungerford, who was good-natured 
as well as polite, pressed Mrs. Chcviott to 
come, whenever it should be agreeable to her. 
The poor blind lady was delighted with the 
invitation; and went regularly every morn¬ 
ing to Mrs. Hunger ford's at the time the 

music-master attended. Jesse Bcttesworth 

* 

always accompanied her, for she could not 
go any where without a guide. 

Jesse had now ample opportunities of 
grutifv ing her malicious curiosity ; she saw, 
or thought she saw, that Mr. Folingsby 
was displeased by the reserve of Fanny's 
manners; and she renewed all her own 
coquettish efforts to engage bis attention, 
lie amused himself sometimes with her; in 
hopes of rousing Fanny's jealousy ; but be 
found that this expedient, though an infal¬ 
lible one in ordinary cases, was here totally 
unavailing. His passion for Fanny was in¬ 
creased so much, bv her unaffected modesty, 
and by the daih proofs he saw of the sweet¬ 
ness of her disposition, that he was no long¬ 
er master of..himself: he plainly told her 
that he could not live without her. 
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‘That’s* pity, Sir,’ said Fanny, laughing, 
and trying to turn off what he said, as if it 
were only a jest. ‘ It is a great pity. Sir, 
that you cannot live without me; for, you 
know, I cannot serve my mistress, do my 
duty, and live with you.’ 

Mr. Folingsby endeavoured to convince, 
or rather to persuade, her that she was mis¬ 
taken ; and swore that nothing within the 
power of his fortune should he wanting to 
make her happy. 

* Ah ! Sir,’ said she, ‘ your fortune could 
not make me happy, if I were to do what 
I know is wrong, what would disgrace me 
for ever, and what would break my poor 
father’s heart! ’ 

‘ But your father shall never know any 
thing of the matter. I will keep your secret 
from the whole world : trust to my honour.’ 

‘ Honour! Oh ! Sir, how can you talk to 
me of honour! Do you think I do not know 
what honour is, because I am poor? Or do 
you think I do not set any value on mine, 
though you do on yours ? Would not you 
kill any man, if you could, in a duel, for 
doubting of your honour ? And yet you ex¬ 
pect me to love you, at the very moment 
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you show me, mostly plainly, how desirous 
you are to rob me of mine! ’ 

Mr. Foliirgsby was silent for some mo¬ 
ments : but, when he saw that Fanny was 
leaving him, he hastily stopped her, and 
said, laughing, ‘ You have made me a most 
charming speech about honour; and, what 
is better still, } ou looked most charmingly 
when you spoke it: but now take time to 
consider what I have said to you. Let me 
have your answer to morrow; and consult 
this book before you answer me, I conjure 
you.’ 

Fanny took up the book, as soon as Mr. 
Folingsby had left the room; and, with¬ 
out opening it, determined to return it im¬ 
mediately. She instantly wrote a letter to 
Mr. Folingsby, which she was just wrapping 
up with the book in a sheet of paper, when 
Miss Jesse Betteswovtli, the blind lady, and 
the music-master, came into the room. 
Fanny u ent to set a chair for the blind lady, 
and, whilst she was doing so, Miss Jesse 
Bettesworth, who had obsened that Fanny 
blushed when they came in, slily peeped into 
the book, which lay on the table. Between 
the first pages she opened there was a five 
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pound bank note ; she tamed the leaf, and 
found another, and another, and another at 
every leaf! Of these notes she counted one 
and twenty ; whilst Fanny, unsuspicious of 
what was doing behind her back, was look- • 
ing for the children’s music-books. 

' Philip Folingsby ! So, so ! Did he give 
you this book, FannyFranklandr’ said Jesse, 
in a scornful tone; ‘it seems truly to l>e 
a very valuable performance; and, no doubt, 
he had good reasons for giving it to you.’ 

Fanny coloured deeply, at this unexpected 
speech; and hesitated, from the fear of be¬ 
traying Mr. Folingsby. ‘ He did not give me 
the book; be only lent it to me,’ said she, 
‘and lam going to return it to him directly.’ 

‘ Old no; pray lend it to me. iirst,’ replied 
Jesse, in an ironical tone; ‘Mr. Folingsby, 
to be. sure, would lend it tome as soon as to 
you. I’m grown as food of reading as 
other folks, lately,’ continued she, holding 
the hook fast. 

‘ I daresay, Mr. Folingsby would—Mr. 
Folingsby would lend it to you, I suppose,’ 
said Fanny, colouring more and more deep¬ 
ly.; ‘ hut, as it is trusted to me now, I must 
return it; ale. Pi ay let me have it, Jesse.’ 
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‘ Oh! yes; return it, ’Madam, safe! I 
make no manner of doubt you will! I make 
no manner of doubt you will! ’ replied Jesse, 
several times, as she shook the book; whilst 
the bank notes fell*from between the leaves, 
and were scattered upon the floor. ‘ It is a 
thousand pities, Mrs. Cheviott, you can’t see 
what a line book we have got, full of bank 
notes! But Mrs. Ilungerford is not blind 
at any rate, it is to be hoped,’ continued she, 
turning to Mrs. Ilungerford, who at this in¬ 
stant opened the door. 

She stood in dignified amazement. Jesse 
had an air of malignant triumph. Fanny 
was covered with blushes ; but she looked 
with ail the tranquillity of innocence. The 
children gathered round her; and blind Mrs. 
Cheviott cried, ‘What is going on? What 
is going on ? Will nobody tell me what is 
going our Jesse! What is it. you are talk¬ 
ing about, Jesse?’ 

‘ About a very valuable book, ma’am ; 
containing more than I can easily count, in 
bank notes, ma’am, that Mr. Folingsby has 
lent, only lent, ma’am, she says, to M* ss 
Fanny Fraukiand, ma’am, who was just 
going to return them to him, ma’am, when 
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I unluckily took up the book, and shook 
them all out upon the floor, ma’am.’ 

* Pick them up, Gustavus, my dear,’ said 
Mrs. Hungerford, coolly. ‘ From what I 
know of Fanny Frankland, I am inclined to* 
believe that whatever she says is. truth. 
Since she has lived with me, I have never, 
in the slightest instance, found her deviate 
from truth; therefore I must entirely de¬ 
pend upon what she says.’ 

‘ Oh! yes mamma,’ cried the children, 
all together, ‘ that I am sure you may.’ 

‘ Come with me, Fanny,’ resumed Mrs. 
Hungerford.; ‘ it is not necessary that your 
explanation should be public, though I am 
persuaded it will be- satisfactory 

Fanny was glad to escape from the en¬ 
vious eye of Miss Jesse Bettesworth, and felt 
much gratitude to Mrs. Hungerford, for this 
kindness and confidence : but, when she 
was to make her explanation, Fanny was in 
great confusion. She dreaded to occasion 
a quarrel between Mr. Foling^by and his 
aunt; yet she knew' not how to exculpate 
herself, without accusing him. 

* Why these blushes and tears, and why 
this silence, Fanny?’ said Mrs. Hungerford, 
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after she bad waited some mi mites, in ex¬ 
pectation she would begin to speak. * Are 
not you .sure of justice from me; and oi 
protection, both from slander and insult? I 
•am fond of my nephew, it is true; but I 
think myself obliged to you, for the manner 
in which you have conducted yourself to¬ 
wards my children, since you have hud them 
under your care. Tell me then, freely, if 
you have any reason to complain of young 
Mr. Folingsby.’ 

‘ Oh! Madam,’ said Fanny, ‘ thank you a 
thousand times for your goodness to me. I 
do not, indeed I do not wish to complain of 
any body; and I would not for the world 
make mischief between you and your ne¬ 
phew. I would rather leave your family at 
once; and that,’ continued the poor girl, 
sobbing, ‘that is what I believe I had best; 
nay, is what I must and will do.’ 

‘ No, Fanny: do not leave my house, 
without giving me an explanation of what 
has passed this morning; for, if you do, 
your reputation is at the mercy of Miss 
Jesse Bcttesworth's malice.’ 

‘ Heaven forbid! ’ said Fanny/ with a look 
of real terror. ‘ I must beg, Madam, that 
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you will have the. kindness to return this 
book,'and these bank notes, to Mi\ Folings- 
by ; and that you will give him this letter, 
which I was just going to wrap up in the 
paper, with the book, when Jesse Bettes- 
worth came in and found the bank notes, 
which I had never seen. These can make 
no -difference in my answer to Mr. Foiings- 
by; therefore I shall leave roy letter just as 
it was first written, if you please, Madam.’ 

Fanny's letter was as follows: 

“ Sit?, 

“ 1 return the hook, which you left with me, a* 
nothing it contains c an ever alter my opinion on the 
subject of which you spoke to rue this morning. I 
hope you will never speak to me again. Sir, in the same 
manner. Consider, Sir, that I am a poor unprotected 
girl. If you go on as you have done latch, l shall lie 
obliged to leave good Mrs. Ilungerford, who is my 
only friend. Oh ! where shall I find so good a triend ? 
My poor old father is in the alms-hou»e ! and there he 
must remain till his children can earn money sufficient 
to support him. Do not fancy, Sir, that I say this by 
way of begging from you ; I would not, nor would he, 
accept of any tiling that you could otter him, whilst in 
your present way of thinking. Pray, Sir, have some 
compassion, and do not injure those whom you cannot 
serve. 

“ I am. Sir, 

“ Your humble servant, 

“ Fannv Tit an kl an d.’’ 
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Mr. Folingsby was surprised anti con¬ 
founded, when this letter and the hook, con¬ 
taining his bank notes, were put into his 
hand by his aunt. Mrs. Hungcrford told him 
by what incans the book had been seen by 
Miss Jesse Bettes worth; and to whatimpu- 
tatiorisitimist have exposed Fanny. ‘ Fanny 
is afraid of making mischief between you 
and me,’ continued Mrs. Hungerford; ‘ and 
I cannot prevail upon her to give me an ex¬ 
planation, which I am persuaded would be 
much to her honour.’ 

‘ Then you have not seen this letter! 
Then sire has decided without consulting 
you! She is a charming girl!’ cried Mr. 
Folingsby ; ‘ and whatever you may think 
of me, I am bound, injustice to her, to show 
you what she has written: that will suffici¬ 
ently explain how much I have been to 
blame, and how well she deserves the con¬ 
fidence you place in her.’ 

As he spoke, Mr. Folingsby rang the bell, 
to order his horses. ‘ I will return to town 
immediately,’ continued he; ‘so Fanny need 
not leave the house of her only friend to 
avoid me. As to these bank notes, keep 
them, dear aunt. She says her father is in 



POPULAR. TALKS. 


114 

great distress. Perhaps, now that ,1 am 
come “ to a right way of thinking,” she will 
not disdain my assistance. Give her the 
money when and how you think proper. I 
am sure I cannot make a better use of a 
hundred guineas; and wish I had never 
thought of making a worse.’ 

Mr. Folingsby returned directly to town; 
and his aunt thought he had in some measure 
atoned for his fault by his candour and 
generosity. 

Miss Jesse Bettesworth waited all this 
time, with malicious impatience, to hear the 
result of Fanny’s explanation with Mrs. 
Ilungerford. How painfully was she sur¬ 
prised, and disappointed, when Mrs. Hunger- 
ford returned to the company, to hear her 
speak in the highest terms of Fanny! ‘ Oh, 
mamma,’ cried little Gustavos, clapping his 
hands, ‘ I am glad you think her good, 
because we all think so; and I should be 
very sorry indeed if she was to go away, 
especially in disgrace.’ 

‘ There is no danger of that, my dear,* 
said Mrs. Hungerford. 1 She shall never 
leave my house, as longas she desires to stay 
in it. 1 do not give, or withdraw, my pro¬ 
tection, without good reasons.’ 
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Miss Jesse Bettesworth bit her lips. Her 
face, which nature intended beautiful, be¬ 
came almost ugly; envy and malice dis¬ 
torted her features; and, when she departed 
•with Mrs. Cheviott, her humiliated appear¬ 
ance was a strong contrast to the air of tri¬ 
umph with which she had entered. 


CHAPTER V. 

After Jesse and Mrs. Cheviotthad left the 
room, one of the little girls exclaimed, ‘ I 
do n’t like that Miss Bettesworth; for she 
asked me whether I did not wish that Fanny 
was gone, because she refused to let me have. 
a peach that was not ripe. I am sure 1 w ish 
Fanny may always stay here.’ 

There was a person in the room who seem¬ 
ed to join most fervently in this wish : this 
was Mr. Reynolds, the drawing-master. 
For some time, his thoughts had been greatly 
occupied by Fanny. At first, he was struck 
with her beauty; but lie had discovered 
that Mr. Folingsby was in love with her, and 
had carefully attended to her conduct; re¬ 
solving not to offer himself till he was sure 
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on a point so serious. Her modesty and 
prudence fixed his affections; and he now 
became impatient to declare his passion. He 
was a man of excellent temper and charac¬ 
ter; and his activity and talents were such 
as to ensure independence to a wife and 
family. 

Mrs. Ilungerford, though a proud, was 
not a selfish woman : she was glad that Mr. 
Reynolds was desirous to obtain Fanny; 
though she w as sorry to part with one who 
Was so useful in her family. Fanny had now 
lived with her nearly two years; and'she 
was much attached to her. A distant rela¬ 
tion, about this time, left her five childen a 
Small legacy often guineas each. Gustavus, 
though he had some ambition to be master 
of a watch, was the first to propose that this 
legacy should be given to Fanny. His 
brothers and sisters applauded the idea; and 
Mrs. Hungerford added fifty guineas to 
their fifty. ‘ I had put by this money,’ 
said she, ‘to purchase a looking-glass for 
my drawing-room; but it will be much bet¬ 
ter applied in rewarding one who has been 
of real service to my children.’ 

Fanny was now mistress of two hundred 
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guineas; a hundred given to her by Mr. 
Folingsby, fifty by Mrs. Hungerford, and 
fifty by the children. Her joy and gratitude 
were extreme; for with this money she 
knew she could relieve her father: this was 
the first wish of her heart; and it was a wish 
in which her lover so cagei I)-joined that 
she smiled on him, and said, ‘ Now, I am 
sure, you really love me.’ 

‘ Let us go to your father directly,’ said 
Mr. Reynolds. ‘ Let me be present when 
you give him this money. 5 

‘ You shall,’ said Fanny: ‘ hut first I must 
consult my sister Patty and my brothers; 
for we must all go togethei ; that is our 
agreement. The first day of next month is 
my father’s birth-day; and, on that day, wc 
are all to meet at the alms-house. What a 
happy day it will be !' 

Rut what has James been about all this 
time? How has he gone on w ith his master, 
Mr. Cleg-horn, the haberdasher? 

During the eighteen months that James 
had spent in Mr. Cleghorn’s shop, lie inner 
gave his master the slightest reason to com¬ 
plain of him ; on the contrary," this young 
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man made bis employer’s interests bis own; 
and, consequently, completely deserved his 
confidence. It was not, however, always 
easy to deal with Mr. Cleghorn; for he 
dreaded to be flattered, yet could not bear 
to be contradicted. James was very near 
losing bis favour for ever, upon the follow¬ 
ing occasion. 

One evening, when it was nearly dusk, 
and James was. just shutting up shop,' a 
strange looking man,-prodigiously corpu¬ 
lent, and withbuge pockets to his coat, came 
in. He leaned bis elbows on the counter, 
opposite to James, and stared him full in the 
face without speaking. James swept some 

loose money offt.be counter into the till. The 
%> 

stranger smiled, as if purposely to show him 
this did not escape bis quick eye. There 
was in bis countenance air expression of 
roguery and humour * the humour seemed 
to be affected, the roguery natural. What 
are you pleased to want, Sir? ’ said James. 

‘ A glass of brandy, and your master.’ 

‘ My master is not at home, Sir; and we 
have no braudy. You will find brandy, I 
believe, at the house over the way.’ 
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‘ I believe I know where to find brandy 
a little better than you do; and better 
brandy than you .ever tasted, or the devil’s 
in it,’ replied the stranger. ‘ I want none 
of’ your brandy. I only asked for it to try 
what sort of a chap you were. So you 
do n’t know who I am ? ’ 

‘ No, Sir ; not in the least.’ 

‘No! Never heard of Admiral Tipsey! 
Where do you come from ? Never heard of 
Admiral Tipsey! whose noble paunch is 
worth more than a Laplander could reckon,’ 
cried he, striking the huge rotundity he 
praised. ‘Let me into this back parlour ; 
I’ll wait there till your master comes home.’ 

‘ Sir, you cannot possibly go into that 
parlour; there is a young lady, Mr. Cleg- 
horn's daughter, Sir, at tea in tlxat room ; 
she must not be disturbed,’ said James, 
holding the lock of the parlour door, lie 
thought the stranger was cither drunk or 
pretending to be drunk; and contended, 
with all his force, To prevent him from 
getting into the parlour. 

Whilst they were struggling, Mr. Cleghorn 
came home. ‘Heyday! what’s the matter? 
Oh! admiral, is it you ?’ said Mr. Cleghorn, 
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in a voice of familiarity that astonished 
James. ‘ Let us by, James; you do n'l 
know the admiral.’ 

Admiral Tipsey was a smuggler: he had 
the command of two or three smuggling ves¬ 
sels, and thereupon created himself an ad¬ 
miral; a dignity which few dared to dispute 
with him, whilst he held his oak stick in his 
hand. As to the name of Tipsey, no one 
could be so unjust as to question his claim 
to it; for he was never known to be per¬ 
fectly sober, during a whole day, from one 
year’s end to another. To James’s great 
surprise, the admiral, after he had drunk 
one dish of tea, unbuttoned bis waistcoat, 
from top to bottom, and deliberately began 
to unpack his huge false corpulence! Round 
him were wound innumerable pieces of lace, 
and fold after fold of fine cambric. When 
he was completely unpacked, itwas difficult 
to believe that he was the same person, he 
looked so thin and shrunk. 

He then called for some clean straw, and 
began to stuff himself out again to what he 
called a passable size.” ‘ Did not I tell 
you, young man, I curried that under my 
waistcoat which would make a fool stare 1 
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The lace that's on the floor, to say nothing 
of the cambric, is worth full twice the sum 
for which you shall have it, Cleghorri. Good 
night. I’ll call again to morrow, to settle 
‘our affairs: but do n’t let your young man 
here shut the door, as he did to day, in the 
admiral’s face. Here is a cravat for you, 
notwithstanding,’ continued he, turning to 
.James, and'throwing him a piece of very 
line cambric. ‘ I must list you in Admiral 
Tipscy’s service.’ 

James followed him to the door, and re¬ 
turned the cambric in despite of all his en¬ 
treaties that he would u wear it, or sell if. 
for the admiral’s sake.” 

‘ So James,’- said Mr. Cleghorn, when 
rhe smuggler was gone, ‘ you do not seem 
to like our admiral.’ 

‘ I know nothing of him. Sir, except that 
he is a smuggler; and for that reason 1 do 
not wish to have any thing to do with him.' 

‘ 1 am sorry for that,’ said Mr. Cleghorn, 
with a mixture of shame and anger in his 
countenance : 1 my conscience is as nice as 
other people’s; and yet I have a notion 1 
shall have something to do with him, though 
he is a smuggler; and, if I am not mis- 

vor.. jm. c. 



ICG POPULAR T4I.ES. 

taken, shall make a deal of money by hint. 
I have not had any thing to do with smug¬ 
glers yet; but I see many, in Monmouth, 
who are making large fortunes by their as¬ 
sistance. There is our neighbour, Mr. 
liaikes : what a rich man lie is become! And 
why should 1, or why should you, be more 
. scrupulous than others? Many gentlemen, 
ay gentlemen, in the couutry are connected 
with them; and why should a shopkeeper 
be more conscientious than they ? Speak; I 
nni't Jun e your opinion.’ 

With all the respect due to his master, 
James gave it as his opinion that it would 
be best to have nothing to do with Admiral 
Tipsey, or with any of the smugglers, lie 
obscived that men, who carried on an illicit 
trade, and who were in the daily habits of 
cheating, or of taking false oaths, could not 
be safe partners. Even putting morality 
out of the question, he remarked that the 
smuggling trade was a sort of gaming, by 
which one year a man might make a deal 
of mouey, and another might be ruined. 

‘ Upon my word ! ’ said Mr. Cleghorn, in 
an ironical tone; ‘you talk very wisely, 
for so young a man! Pray, where did you 
learn all this wisdom ? ’ 
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* From my father, Sir; from whom I 
Jearned every thing that I know; cvciy 
thing that is good, I mean. I had an uncle 
once, who was ruined by his dealings with 
smugglers; and who would have died in jail t 
if it had not been for my father. I was hut 
a young lad at the time this happened; but 
I remember my father saying to me, the day 
my uncle was arrested, when my aunt and 
aii the ehildien were crying, “Take warn¬ 
ing by this, my dear James: you aic to be 
in trade, some day or other, yourself: never 
forget that honesty is the best policy. The 
fair trader will always ha\c the advantage, 
at the long run."’ 

‘ Well, well; no more of this,' iutcmiptr'l 
Mr. Cleghorn. ‘ Good night to von. You 
may finish the lest of your .sermon against 
smugglers to my daughter there, whom it 
seems to .suit better than it pleases me.’ 

The next day, when Mr. Ckghoin went 
into the shop, lie scaicely spoke to James, 
oapt to find fault with him. This lie 
hove with patience; know ing that he meant 
will, and that his master would recover his 
temper it: time. 

‘ So the parcels were all sent,and the bills 

f. o 
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made out, as I desired,’ said Mr. Clegliorn. 
‘You arc notiu the wrong there. You 
Know what you arc about, James, very well:* 
but why should not you deal openly by me,, 
according to your father’s maxim, -that 
u Honesty is the best'policy ? ” Why sltould 
not you fairly telljtne what were your secret 
views, in the advice you gave me about Ad¬ 
miral Tipsey, and the smugglers ? ’ 

‘ I have no secret views, Sir,’ said James; 
with a look of such sincerity that his master 
could not help believing him : ‘ nor can T 
guess what you mean by secret •ciezcs. If I 
consulted my own advantage instead of 
yours, I should certainly use all mv influ¬ 
ence with you in favour of this smuggler; 
for here is a letter, which I received from 
him this morning, “ hoping for my friend¬ 
ship, ” and enclosing a ten pound note, 
which I returned to him.’ 

Mr. Clegliorn was pleased by the open¬ 
ness and simplicity with which James told 
him all this; and immediately throwing- 
aside the n serve of his manner, said, ‘James, 

I beg your pardon ; I see 1 bas e misunder¬ 
stood you. I am convinced you were not 
acting like a double dealer, in the advice 
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you gave me last night. It was my daugh¬ 
ter’s colouring so much that led measttav. 
I did to be sine think you had an c\e to 
her, more than to me, in what you said; 
hut, if you had, I am mie you would tell 
me so fairly.’ 

James was at a loss to comprehend how 
the advice that he gar c, concerning Admit al 
Tipsey, and the smugglets, could ldate to 
Miss Cleghorn, except so fat as it 1 dated 
to her father. He waited in silence xoi a 
further explanation. 

‘ You don’t know then,’ continued Mi. 
Cleghorn, ‘ that Admiral 1 ipsey, as he calls 
himself, is able to leave his nephew, young 
liaikes, more than I can leave ui} daugntet ? 
It is his whim to go about diessid in that 
strange way in which you saw him \cster- 
dav; and it is his diversion to cairv on the 

v 7 ^ *• 

smuggling trade, by which he has made <-o 
much : but he is in. reality a lieli old fellow > 
and has proposed that I should many my 
daughter to his nephew. Now' you begin 
to undei stand me, I see. The lad is a 
smart l.ul: he is to come here this evening. 
l)o lit prejudice my girl against him. Not a 
» 3 
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word more against smugglers, before her, I 

beg-’ 

‘ You shall be obeyed, Sir,’ said James. 
Ids voice altered, and he turned pale, as 
lie spoke; circumstances which did wot 
escape Mi. ('leghorn’s observation. 

Young Kaikes and his uncle, the rich 
smuggler, paid their visit. Miss Cleghorn 
i xpresse d a decided dislike tobothuucle and 
nephew. Her father was extremely pro¬ 
voked; and, in the height of his anger, de¬ 
clared he believed she was in love with Janies 
Fiankland; that he was a treacherous ras- 
.cal; am! that he should leave the lxnise with¬ 
in. three dajs, if his daughter did not, before 
that tjiue, consent to marry the man he had 
chosen for her husband. It was in vain that 
his daughter endeavoured to soften her fa- 
thci s rage, and to exculpate poor James, 
by protesting he had never, directly or in¬ 
directly, attempted to engage her affections; 
neither had he ever said one syllable that 
could prejudice her against the man whom 
her father recommended. Mr. Cleg-horn's 
high notions of subordination applied, on 
this occasion, equally to his daughter and to 
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his foreman: he considered them both as 
presumptuous, and ungrateful; and said to 
himself, as he walked up and down the room 
in a rage, ‘ My foreman to preach to me 
indeed! I thought what he was about all 
the time! Hut it shan’t do ! I: shan’t do! 
My daughter shall do as 1 bid her, or I 'll 
know why ! Have not I been all-my life 
making a fortune for her ? and now she 
won’t do as I bid her ! She would, if this 
fellow was out of the house; and out he 
shall go, in three days, if she does noteome 
to her senses. T was cheated by my last 
shopman out. of my money; 1 won't be 
duped, by this fellow, out of my daughter. 
No! No! Off he shall trudge! A shopman, 
indeed, to think of his master's daughter 
without his consent! What insolence! 

a 

What the times are come to ! Such a thing 
could not have been done in my days ! I 
never thought of my master's daughter, Til 
take my oath ! And then the treachery oi 
the rascal ! To carry it all on so slily ! I 
could forgive him any thing but that: foi 
that he shall go out of this house in three 
days* as sure as he and I are alive, if his 
('. 4 
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young lady docs not give him up before 

that time.’ 

Passion so completely deafened Mr. Cleg- 
horn that he would not listen to James; 
who assured him lie had never, for one mo¬ 
ment, aspired to the honour of marrying his 
daughter. ‘ Can you deny that you love 
her? Can you deny,’ cried Mr. Cleghorn, 

1 that you turned pale yesterday, when you 
•said I should be obeyed?’ 

.lames could not deny either of these 
i barges; hut he firmly persisted in assert¬ 
ing that he had been guilty'of no treachery; 
that he had never attempted secretly to en¬ 
gage the young lady’s affections ; and that, 
on the contrary, lie was sure she had no 
.suspicion of his attachment. ‘ It is easy to 
prove all this to me, by persuading my girl 
to do as 1 hid her. . Prevail on her to marry 
Mr. Raikes, and all is well.’ 

‘That is out of my power, Sir,’ replied 
Janies. ‘ I have no right to interfere, and 
will not. Indeed, I am sure I should be¬ 
tray myself, if I were to attempt to say a 
word to Miss Cleghorn in favour of another 
man; that is a task I could not undertake, 
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even if I had the highest opinion of this Mr. 
Raikes: but I know nothing concerning 
him; and therefore should do wrong to speak 
in his favour, merely to please you. I am 
sorry, very sorry, Sir, that you have not the 
confidence in me which I hoped I had de¬ 
served ; but the time will come when you 
will do me justice. The sooner I leave you 
now, I believe, the better you will be satis- 
lied; and, far from wishing to stay three 
days, I do not desire to stay three minutes 
in your house. Sir, against your w ill.’ 

Mr. Cleghorn w r as touched by the feel- ' 
ing and honest pride witli which James 
spoke. 

‘ Do as 1 bid you, Sir,’ said he; ‘ and 
neither more nor less. Stay out your three 
days; and may be, in that time, this saucy 
gill may come to reason. If she does not 
know you love her, you are not so much to 
blame.’ 

The three days passed away, and the morn¬ 
ing came on which James was to leave his 
master.' The young lady persisted in her re¬ 
solution not to marry Mr. Raikes; and ex¬ 
pressed much concern at the injustice with 
which James was treated, on her account.- 
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She offered to leave home, and spend some 
time with an aunt, who lived in the north 
of England. She did not deny that James 
appeared to her the most agreeable young 
man she had seen ; but added, she could not' 
possibly have any thoughts of marrying 
him, because he had never given her the 
least reason to believe that he was attached 
toher. 

Mr. Cleghorn was agitated ; yet positiv e 
in his determination that James should quit 
the house. James went into his master's 
room, to take leave of him. ‘ So then you 
are really going?’ said Mr. Cleghorn. ‘ You 
have buckled that portmanteau of yourslike 
a blockhead ; I’ll do it better; stand aside. 
So you are positively going? Why, this is a 
sad thing! But then it is a thing, as your 
own sense and honour tell you—it is a 

thing- - (Mr.Cleghorntooksnuffatevery 

pause of his speech: but even this could not 
carry him through it; when he pronounced 
the words)— ‘ It is a thing tliat must be 
done’—the tears fairly started from his 
eyes. * Now .this is ridiculous,’ resumed he. 

‘ In my days, in my younger days I mean, a 
man could part with his foreman as easily 
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as he could take off liis glove. I am sure 
my master would as soon have thought of 
turning bankrupt as of shedding a tear at 
parting with me; and yet I was as good a 
foreman, in my day, as another. Not so 
good a one as you are, to be sure. But it 
is no time now to think of your goodness. 
Well! what do we stand here for? When 
a thing is to be done, the sooner it is done 
the better. Shake hands, before you go.’ 

Mr. Cleghorn put into James’s hand a 
fifty pound note, and a letter of recommend¬ 
ation to a Liverpool merchant. James 
left the house without taking leave of Miss 
Cleghorn, who did not think the worse of 
him for his want of gallantry. His master 
had taken care to recommend him to an ex¬ 
cellent house in Liverpool, where his salary 
would he nearly double that which he had. 
hitherto received; hut James was notwith¬ 
standing very sorry to leave Monmouth, 
where his dear brother, sister, and father 
lived,—to Say nothing of Miss Cleghorn. 

Late at night, James was going to the inn 
at which the Liverpool stage sets up, w litre 
lie was to sleep: its he passed through a 
street that leads down to the river Wye, he 
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heard a great noise of men quarrelling- vio¬ 
lently. The moon shone bright, and he saw 
a party of men who appeared to be fighting- 
in a boat that was just come to shore. He 
asked a person who came out of the publie 
house, and who seemed to have nothing to 
do witii the fray, what was the matter? 

‘ Only some smugglers who are quarrelling- 
with one another about the division of their 
booty,’ said the passenger, who walked on, 
eager to get out of their way. James also 
quickened his pace, but presently heard the 
cry of ‘Murder! murder! Help! help!’ 
and then all was silence. 

A few seconds afterwards he thought that 
he hand groans. He could not forbear go¬ 
ing to the spot whence the groans pro¬ 
ceeded, in hopes of being of some service . 
to a"fcllow-creaturc. By the time he got 
thither, the groans had ceaSed : he looked 
about, but could only see the men in the 
boat, who were rowing fast down the l iver. 
As he stood on the shore listening, he for 
some minutes heard no sound but that of 
their oars; but afterward a man in the boat 
exclaimed, with a terrible oath, ‘ There, he 
! There lie is ! All alive again ! W.c have 
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not done his business! D—u it, he ’ll do 
ours!’ The boatmen rowed fasterawayvand 
James again heard the groans, though they 
were now much feebler than before. He 
•searched, and found the wounded man; who, 
having been thrown overboard, had with 
great difficulty swum to shore, and fainted 
with the exertion as soon as lie reached the 
land. When he came to his senses, he 
begged James, for mercy’s sake, to carry 
him into the next public-house, and to send 
for a surgeon to dress his wounds- The 
surgeon came, examined them, and declared 
h.is fears that the poor man could not live 
four and twenty hours. As soon as he was 
abletospeakintelligihly, he said he had been 
drinking with a party of smugglers, who had 
just brought in some fresh brandy, and that 
they had quarrelled violently about a keg of 
contraband liquor: he said that he could 
swear to the man who gave him the mortal 
wound. 

The smugglers were pursued immediately, 
and taken. When they were brought into 
the sick man’s room, James beheld amongst 
them three persons whom he little expected 
to' meet in such a situation; Idle Isaac, Wild 
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Will, and Bullying Bob. The wounded 
man swore positively to their persons. Bul¬ 
lying Bob was the person who gave him the 
fatal blow; but Wild Will began the assault, 
and Idle Isaac shoved him overboard; they 
were all implicated in the guilt; and, in¬ 
stead of expressing any contrition for their 
crime, began to dispute about which Was 
most to blame: they appealed to James* 
and, as be would bo subpoenaed on their trial, 
each endeavoured to encage’him in their 
favour. Idle Isaac took him aside, and said 
to him, £ You have no reason to befriend 
,my brothers. I can tell you a secret: they 
arc the greatest enemies your family, ever 
had. It was they who set fire to your fa¬ 
ther’s hayrick. W r i! ! was provoked by your 
sister Fanny's rt fusing him ; so he deter¬ 
mined, as he told me, to carry her off; and 
he meant to have done so, in the confusion 
that was caused by the fire; but Bob and he 
quarrelled the \ cry hour that she was to have 
been carried off; so that part of the scheme 
failed. Now I had no hand in all this, being 
fast asleep in my bed : so l have more claim 
to your good word, at any rate, than my 
brothers can have; and so, when we come 
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to trial, 1 hope you ’ll speak to my charac¬ 
ter.’ 

Wild Will next tried his eloquence. As 
soon as lie found that his brother Isaac had 
betrayed the secret, he went to Janies, and 
assured him the mischief that had been done 
was a mere accident; that it was true lie had 
intended, for the frolic's sake, to raise a cry 
of fire, in order to draw Fanny out of the 
house ; but that lie was shocked when he 
found how the jest ended. 

As to Bullying Bob, he brazened the mat¬ 
ter out; declaring belaid been affronted by 
the Franklauds, and that lie was glad he 
load taken his revenge of them; that, if the 
thing was to 1)6 done over again, Sic would 
do it; that James might give him what 
.character lie pleased, upon trial, for that a 
man could be hanged but once. 

Such were tbeabsurd bravadoing.speeches 
he made, whilst he had an ale-house audi¬ 
ence round him, to admire his spirit; hut a 
few hours changed his tone. He and his 
brothers were taken before a magistrate. 
Till the committal was actually made out, 
they had hopes of being bailed: they had 
’dispatched a messenger to Admiral Tipsey, 
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whose men they called themselves, and ex¬ 
pected he would offer bail for them to any 
amount; but the bail of their friend Ad¬ 
miral Tipsey was not deemed sufficient by 
the magistrate. ‘ 

‘ In the first place, I could not bail these, 
men,- and if I could, do you think it possi¬ 
ble,’ said the magistrate, ‘ I could take the 
bail of such a man as that ?’ 

‘ I understood that he was worth a deal 
of money,’ whispered James. 

‘ You are mistaken, Sir,’ said the magis¬ 
trate ; ‘ lie is, what he deserves to be, a 
ruined man. 1 have good reasons for know¬ 
ing this. He has a nephew, a Mr. Raikes, 
who is a gamester: whilst the uncle has been 
carrying on the smuggling trade here, at the 
hazard of his life, the nephew, who was bred 
up at Oxford to be a fine gentleman, has 
gamed away all the money his uncle has 
made, during twenty years, by his contra¬ 
band traffic. At the long run, these fellows 
never thrive. Tipsey is not worth a groat.’ 

James was much surprised by this in¬ 
formation ; and resolved to return immedi¬ 
ately to Mr. Cteghorn, to tell him what he 
had heard, and put him his guard. 
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Early in the morninghe went to- liis house 
—‘ You look as if you were not pleased to 
see me again,’ said he to Mr. Cleg-horn ; 
‘ and perhaps you will impute what I am 
going to say to bad motives; but my regard 
to you, Sir, determines me to acquaint you 
with what I have heard: you Avill make 
what use of the information you please.’ 

James then related what had passed at 
the magistrate’s; and, when Mr. Cleghorn 
had heard all that James had to say, he 
thanked him in thestrongest manner for this 
instance of his regard; and begged he would 
remain in Monmouth a few days longer. 

Alarmed by the information he received 
from James, Mr. Cleghorn privately made 
inquiries concerning young Raikes and his 
uncle. The distress into which the young 
man had plunged himself, by gambling, had 
been kept a profound secret from his rela¬ 
tions. It was easy to deceive them, as to 
his conduct, because his time had been spent 
at a distance from them: he was but just, 
returned home, after completing his educa¬ 
tion. 

The magistrate, from whom James first 
heard of his extravagance, happened to have 
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a son at Oxford, who gave him, this intetli 
gencc: he confirmed all lie had said to Mr 
Cleg'horn, m ho trembled at the danger tc 
which lie had exposed his daughter. The 
match with young ilaikes was immediately 
broken off; and all connection with Admiral 
Tipsey and the smugglers was for ever dis¬ 
solved by Mr. Cleghom. 

His gratitude to James was expressed with 
all the natural warmth of his character 
‘ Come hack and live with me, ’said he, ‘yor 
have saveil me and my daughter from min 
You shall not be my shopman any longer 
you shall be my partner: and, you know, 
when you are my partner, there can be no¬ 
thing said against your thinking of my 
daughter. But all in good time. I woulr 
not have seen the girl again, if she had mar 
ried my shopman; but my partner will be 
quite another thing. You have worke< 
your way up in the world by your own de¬ 
serts; and 1 give you joy. I believe, now 
it's over, it would have gone nigh to breali 
my heart to part with you; but you must b< 
sensible I was right to keep up my authority 
in my r owufamily. Now things arc changed 
I give my consent: nobody has a rightto saj 
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U word. When I am pleased with my daugh¬ 
ter’s choice, that is enough. There’s only 
one thing that goes against my pride.— 
Your father —’ 

‘ Oh! Sir,’ interrupted James, £ if you are 
going to say any thing disrespectful of my 
father, do not say it to me; I beseech you, 
do not; for I cannot bear it. Indeed 1 
cannot, and will not. He is the best of 
fathers! ’ 

£ I am sure he has the host of children ; 
and a greater blessing there cannot be in 
this world. I was not going to say any 
tiling disrespectful of him: I was only 
going to lament that he should be in an 
alms-house,’ said Mr. Cleghorn. 

£ He has determined to remain there,’ said 
James, ‘till bis children ligvc earned money 
enough to support him, without hurting 
themselves; I, my brother, and both my 
sisters, are to meet at the alms-house on the 
first day of next month, which is my fa tiler’s 
birthday; then we shall join all our earn¬ 
ings together, and see what can he done.’ 

‘ Remember, you are my partner,’ said 
fyfr. Cleghorn. £ On that day you must take 
me along with you. My good will is part 
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of your earnings, and iny good will shall 

never be shown merely in words.’ 


CHAPTER VI. 

It is now time to give some account of the 
Bettesworth family. The history of their in¬ 
dolence, extravagance, quarrels, and ruin, 
shall be given as shortly as possible. 

The fortune left to them by Captain Bet¬ 
tesworth was nearly twenty thousand 
pounds. When they got possession of this 
sum, they thought it could never be spent; 
and each individual of the family had sepa¬ 
rate plans of extravagance, for which they 
required separate supplies. Old Bettesworth, 
in his youth, had seen a house of Squire 
Somebody’s, which had struck his imagina¬ 
tion; and he resolved he would buiid just 
such another. This was his favourite scheme, 
and he was delighted w ith the thoughts that 
it would be realized. His wife and his sons 
opposed the plan, merely because it was his; 
and consequently he became more obstinate¬ 
ly bent upon having his own way, as he said, 
for once in his life. He was totally iguo- 
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rant of building; and no less incapable, 
from his habitual indolence, of managing 
Avorkmen : the house might have been finish¬ 
ed for one thousand five hundred pounds ; 
it cost him two thousand pounds: and Avhen 
it was donej^he roof let iu the rain in sund¬ 
ry places, the new ceilings and cornices were 
damaged, so that repairs and a new roof, 
Avith leaden gutters, and leaden statues, cost 
him some additional hundreds. The fur¬ 
nishing of the bouse Mrs. BettesAvorth took 
upon herself; and Sally took upon herself to 
find fault Avith ca cry article that her mo¬ 
ther bought. The quarrels Avere loud, hit¬ 
ler, and at last irreconcilable. There Avas a 
looking-glass, which the mother wanted to 
have in one room, and the daughter insisted 
upon putting it into another: the looking- 
glass was broken between them in the heat 
of battle. The blame was laid on Sally; rvho, 
in a rage, declared die would not and could 
not live in the house with her mother. Her 
mother was- rejoiced to get rid of her, and 
she Acent to live with a lieutenant’s lady, in 
the neighbourhood, with whom she had been 
acquainted three Avceks and two daj s. I lull 
by scolding, half by cajoling her father, she 
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prevailed upon him to give-her two thousand 
pounds for hex fortune; promising never to 
trouble him any more for any thing. 

As soon as she was gone, Mrs. Bettes- 
worth gave a 1: /use wanning, as she called 
it, to all her acquaintance. A dinner, a ball, 
and a supper in her new house. The house 
was not half dry; and all the company 
caught cold. Mrs. Bettes worth’s cold was 
the most severe. It happened, at this time, 
to he the fashion to go almost without 
clothes; and as this lady was extremely vain 
and fond of diess, she w.ould absolutely ap¬ 
pear in the height of fashion. The Sunday 
after her ball, w hilstshehad still the remains 
of a bad cold, she positively would go to 
church, equipped in one petticoat, and a 
thin muslin gown, that she might look as 
young as her daughter Jesse.. Every fjody’ 
laughed, i>ud Jesse laughed more than any 
one else: hut, in the end, it was no laugh¬ 
ing matter; Mrs. Bettes woith “ caught her 
death of cold.” She was confined to her 
bed on Monday, and was buried the next 
Sunday. 

Jesse, who had a great notion that she 
should marry a lord, if she could but once 
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get into company with one, went to live 
with blind Mrs. Cheviott; where, according 
to her mothers instructions, “she laid her¬ 
self out for goodness.” She also took two 
thousand pounds with her, upon her pro¬ 
mise never to trouble her father more. 

Iler brothers perceived how much was to 
be gained by tormenting a father, who gave, 
from weakness, and not from a sense of 
justice, or a feeling of kindness ; and they 
soon rendered themselves so troublesome 
that he was obliged to buy off their re¬ 
proaches. Idle Isaac was a sportsman, 
and would needs have a pack of-hounds: 
they cost him two hundred a year. Then 
he would have race horses; and by them 
he soon lost some thousands. Me was ar¬ 
rested for the money, and his father was 
forced to pay it. 

Bob and Will soon afterwards began to 
think, “ it was very hard that so much was 
to be done for Isaac, and nothing for them!” 

Wild W ill kept a mistress; and Bullying 
Bob was a cock-fighter: their demands*for 
money were frequent, and unconscionable; 
and their continual plea was, ‘.Why Isaac 
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lost thousands by his race-horses; and why 
should not we have our share ? ’ 

The mistress and the cockpit had their 
share; and the poor old father, at last, had 
only one thousand left. He told his sons 
this, with tears in his eyes: ‘I shall die in 
a jail, after all! ’ said he. They listened not 
to what he said; for they were intent upon 
the hank notes of this last thousand, which 
were spread upon the table before him. 
M ill, half in jest, half in earnest, snatched 
up a parcel of the notes ; and Bob insisted 
on dividing the treasure. Will fled out ot 
the house; Bob pursued him, and they 
fought at the end of their own avenue. 

This was on the day that Franklaud and 
his family were returning from poor George's 
funeral, and saw the battle betwixt the bro¬ 
thers. They were shamed into a temporary 
reconciliation, and soon afterwards united 
against their father; whom they represented 
to all the neigh!)..ms as the most cruel and 
the most avaricious of men, because lx. 
woifltl not part with the very means of sub¬ 
sistence to supply their profligacy. 

Whilst their minds were in this state, Wjli 
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happened to become acquainted witli a set 
ofsmugglers, whosedisorderly lifestruck his 
fancy. He persuaded liis brothers to leave 
home, with him, and to list in the service of 
Admiral Tipsey. Their manners then be¬ 
came more brutal; and they thought, felt, 
and lived like men of desperate fortunes. 
The consequence we have seen. In a quar* 
rcl about a keg of brandy, at an alehouse, 
their passions got the better of them, and, 
on entering their boat, they committed the 
offence for which they were now imprisoned. 

Mr. Barlow was the attorney to whom they 
applied, and they endeavoured to engage 
him to manage their cause on their trial, but 
he absolutely refused. From the moment 
he heard from James that Will and Bob’ 
Bettesworth were the persons who set fme 
to Frankland's haystack, lie urged Frank 
to prosecute them for this crime. ‘ When 
you only suspected them, my dear Frank, 
I strongly dissuaded you from going to law; 
but, now, you cannot fail to succeed, and 
you will recover ample damages.’ 

‘ That is impossible, my dear Sir,’ replied 
Fijfink, ‘ foi the Bettcsworths, I understand, 
are ruined.’ 



146 ' 


POPULAR TALLS. 


‘ I am sorry for that, on your account: 
hut I still think you ought to carry on this 
prosecution, for the sake of public justice. 
Such pests of-society should not go un¬ 
punished.’ 

‘They will probably be punished suffi¬ 
ciently for this unfortunate assault; for 
ivhich they are now to stand their trial. I 
•aunot, in their distress, revenge either my 
nvn or my father’s wrongs. I am sure he 
\ ould he sorry if I did; for I have often and 
iftcn heard him say, “Never trample upon 
he fallen.”’ 

‘ You are a good, generous young man,’ 
•ried Mr. Barlow ; ‘ and no wonder you 
ove the father who inspired you with such 
.entiments, and taught you such principles. 
Hut what a shame it is that such a father 
should be in an alms-house! You say he 
,vi 11 not consent to be dependent upon any 
me; and that he will not accept, of relief 
Vom any but his own children. This is 
wide: but it. is an honourable species of 
wide; lit for an English yeoman. 1 cannot 
dame it. lint, my dear frank, tell your 
ather lie must accept of your friend’s ere- 
lit, as well as < f yours. Your credit with 
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me is'such that you may draw upon me for 
five hundred pounds, whenever you please. 
No thanks, my boy: half the money I owe 
you for your services as my clerk; and the 
other half is well secured to me, by the cer¬ 
tainty of your future diligence and success 
in business. You will be able to pay me in 
a year or two; so I put you under no obli¬ 
gation, remember. J will take your bond 
for half the money, if that will satisfy you 
and your proud lather.' 

The manner in which this favour was con¬ 
ferred touched Frank t.> the heatt lie had 
a heart which could he strongly moved by 
kindness. He was beginning to express his 
gratitude, when Mr. Barlow interrupted 
him with ‘Come, come! W hy do we waste 
our time here, talking sentiment, when we 
ought to be writing law? Here is work to 
be done, which requires some expedition : 
a marriage settlement to be drawn. Guess 
for w hom.’ 

Frank guessed all the probable matches 
amongst his Monmouth acquaintance; but 
he was rather surprised when told that the 
bridegroom was to be young Mr. Folingsby • 
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as it was scarcely two months since this 
gentleman was in love with Fanny Frank? 
land. Frank proceeded to draw the settle¬ 
ment. 

Whilst he and Mr. Barlow were writing, 
they M ere interrupted by the entrance of 
Mr. Josiah Crumpe. lie came to announce 
Mrs. Crumpe’s death, and to request Mr. 
Barlow’s attendance at tire opening of her 
will. This poor lady had lingered out many 
months longer than it was thoughtshc could 
possibly live; and, during all her sufferings, 
Patty, with indefatigable goodness and tem¬ 
per, bore with the caprice and peevishness 
of disease. Those, who thought she acted 
merely from interested motives, expected to 
find she had used her power over her mis¬ 
tress's mind entirely for her own advantage: 
they were certain a great part of the fortune 
Would be left to her. Mrs. Crumpe’s rela¬ 
tions were so persuaded of this, that, when 
they were assembled to hear her will read 
by Mr. Barlow, they began to say to one 
another in whispers, “ We ’ll set the will 
aside: we’ll bring her into the courts: Mrs. 
Crumpe was not in her right senses when 
she made this will: she had received two 



THE CONTRAST. 14^ 

paralytic, strokes : we can prove that: we 
caii, set aside the will* 

Mr. Josiah Crumpe was not one of these 
whisperers; he sat apart from them, leaning 
on his oaken stick in silence. 

Mr. BarloW broke the seals of the will, 
opened it, and read it to the eager company. 
They were much astonished when they 
found that the whole fortune was left to Mr. 
Josiah Crumpe. The reason for this be¬ 
quest was given in these words: 

“ Mr. Josiah Crumpe, being the only one 
of my relations who did not torment me for 
my money, even upon my death-bed, I trust 
that he will provide suitably for that excel¬ 
lent girl, Patty Frank land. On this head 
he knows my wishes. By her own desire, 1 I 
have not myself left her any thing; 1 have 
only bequeathed fifty pounds for the use of 
her father.” 

Mr. Josiah Crumpe was the only person 
who heard "unmoved the bequest that was 
made to him: the rest of the relations were 
clamorous in their reproaches, or hypocri¬ 
tical in their congratulations. All thoughts 
of setting aside the will were, however, aban¬ 
doned; every legal form had been observed, 
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and with a technical nicety that piccludcd 
all hopes (f successful litigation. 

Mr. Ciinnpe arose, as soon as the tumult 
of disappointment had someu hat subsided, 
a .d counted with his oaken stick the num- 
Ihi> that were present. ‘ Ilcne are ten of 
\ on, I think. Well! 3^011 every soul of you 
hate me: hut that is nothing to the purpose. 
I shall keep up to the notion I have of the 
< haraeter of a true British merchaut, for my 
own sake—not for vnms. I don’t want this 
woman's monos; I have enough of my own, 
and of my own honest making, without 
legacy-hunting. Why did you torment the 
dying woman? You would have been bcttei 
off, if you had behaved better: but that's 
o\ 1! now. A thousand pounds a pieec 30U 
shah have from me, deducting fifty pounds, 
which \ou must each of 3011 gi\e to that 
OKeehi. e <<iil, Patty Pianklaml. I am sure 
301. n nst be all sensible of 3 our injustice 
tu 111 1.' 

ruhy aware that it w T as their interest to 
oblige Mr.(humpc, they now vied with each 
other in doing justice to Patty. Someewn 
deviated tiny had newer had any suspicions 
of hei ; and othus laid the blame on the 
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false representations an (I information, which 
they said they had received irom the mis¬ 
chief-making ]\Irs. Martha. They very 
willingly accepted of a thousand pounds a 
j)iecc; and the fifty pound deduction v as 
paid as a tax by each to Patty’s merit. 

Mistress now of five hundred pounds, she 
exclaimed, ‘Oh! my dear father! You shall 
no longer live in an alms-house ! To mor¬ 
row will be the happiest day of my life ! I 
do n’t know how r to thank you as I ought, Sir,’ 
continued she, turning to her benefactor. 

‘ \ ou have thanked me as you ought, and 
as I like best,’ said this plain spoken mer¬ 
chant, ‘ and now let us say no more about it.’ 

In obedience to Mr. Cnimpc's com¬ 
mands, Putts said no more to him; but ■'lie 
was impatient to tell her hi other, hunk, and 
her lo ver, Mr. Mason, of her good untune: 
she thciefore returned to Mouniouth \\ itii 
Mr. Barlow, in hopes of seeing them imme¬ 
diately. 

1 ’ion will find sour brother,’ said Mr. 
Bai low, ‘very bus} looking os ei p iichments, 
in older to diasv a nuniuge m f llemc u. 
\ ou must keep youi good ness s till m: has 
lone his business, 01 he will make as many 
u 1 
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blunders as your friend Mason once made, 
in the preamble of Mrs. Crumpe’s will. I 
believe I must forbid you, Patty Frank land,’ 
continued Mr. ( Barlow, smiling, ‘ to come 
near my clerks, for I find they always make 
mistakes, u hen you are within twenty yards 
of them.’ 

1’iank was not at work at the mariiage 
settlements. Soon after Mr. Barlow left 
him, he v as summoned to attend the trial 
of the Bettesworths. 

These unfortunate young men, depending 
ou Frank's good nature, well knowing he 
had refused to pi osecute them for setting 
fire to his father’s hay-rick, thought they 
might \ enture to call upon him to give them 
a good character. ‘ Consider dear Frank,’ 
said Will Bettesworth, ‘ a good word from 
one of your chaiacter might do a great deal 
for us. You w cie so many years our neigh¬ 
bour. If 5 ou would only just say that u e 
w ere nevei counted wild, idle, quanelsomc 
fellows, to your knowledge. Will }cm?’ 

‘ IIow can I do that? ’ said Frank: ‘ or 
how could I be believed, if I did, when it is 
so well known in the country—forgive me; 
at such a time as this I cannot mean to taunt 
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you—r—blit it is well known in the country 
that you were called Wild Will, Bullying 
Bob, and idle Isaac.’ 

‘ There \s the rub! ’ said the attorney, who 
was employed for the Bettesworths. ‘This 
will come out in open court; and the judge 
and jury will think a great deal of it.’ 

‘Oh! Mr. Frank, Mr. Frank,’ cried old 
Bettesworth, ‘have pity upon us! Speak in 
favour of these boys of mine! Think what 
a disgrace it is to me, in my old age, to have 
my sons brought this way to a public trial! 
Audit* they should be transported! Oh! 
Frank, say what you can for them! You 
were always a good young man; anda good- 
natured young man.’ 

Frank was moved by the entreaties and 
tears of this unhappy father ; but his good¬ 
nature could not make him consent to say 
what lie knew to be false. ‘ Do not call me 
to speak to their characters upon this trial,’ 
said he. ‘I'cannot say any thing that would 
serve them : I shall do them more harm than 
good.’ 

Still they had hopes his good nature 
would, ut the last moment, prevail over his 
Tense of justice, and the} 7 summoned him. . 
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‘ Wc- 11 , Sir,’ said Bettesworths’ counsel; 
£ You appeal in favour of the prisoners. 
You 1 rtvc known them, I understand, from 
their childhood; and \ our own character is 
v cell that whatever you say, in their favour, 
will doubt less make a weighty impression 
upon the jury.’ 

The court was silent in expectation of 
v bat Fiank should say. He was so much 
embarrassed betwixt his wish to sene his 
old neigi.boms and play-fellows, and his 
dread of saving what lie knew to be false, 
that he could not utter a syllable, lie 
burst into tuirs 

*"1 his e\ ioer.ee is most strongly against 
the prisoners,’ vnispcicd a juryman to his 
fi hows. 

The vu-ilict was brought in at last— 
GaTy !- - Sentence—transportation. 

As the judge was pronouncing this sen¬ 
tence, old Bcttesworth was carried out of 
the coiut: lie had dropped senseless. Ill as 
his sons had behaved to him, he could not 
sustain the sight of then utter disgrace and 
min. 

When he recovered his senses, he found 
•* Tins is from real life. 
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himself sitting outlie stone bench before the 
court-house, supported by Frank. Many of 
the town’s people had gathered round; but, 
regardless of every thing but his own fi cl¬ 
ings, the wretched father exclaimed, in a 
voice of despair, ‘I have no children left 
me in my old age 1 My sous are gone! And 
where are my daughters r' As such a time as 
this, why are not they near their poor old 
fathei? Have they no touch of natural affec¬ 
tion in them? No ! they have none. And 
why should they ha\ e any for me? 1 took no 
eare of them, when they were y mug: no' 
wonder they take none of me, now I am 
old. Ay ! Neighbour Frankland was right; 
he brought up his children ‘‘ in the way 
they should go.” Now lie has the credit 
and the comfort of them; and see what mine 
are come to 1 They bring their fathers gray 
hairs with sorrow to the grave!’ 

The old man wept bitterly ; then looking 
round him, lie again asked for his daughters. 
‘ Surely they are in the town, audit cannot 
lie much trouble to them to come to me! 
Even these strangers, who have never set n 
me before, pity me. But my own h ;ve no 
feeling; no, not for one another! Do these 
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girls know the sentence that has been passed 
upon their brothers? Where are they? 
Where are they ? Jesse, at least, might be 
near me at such' a time as this ! I was always 
an indulgent father to Jesse.’ 

There were people present who knew what 
was become of Jesse; but they would not 
tell the news to her father at this terrible 
moment. Two of Mrs. Cheviott’s servants 
were in the crowd; and one of them whis¬ 
pered to Frank, ‘ You had best, Sir, prevail 
on this poor old man to go to his home, 
and not to ask for his daughter: he will hear 
the bad news soon enough.’ 

Frank persuaded the father to go home 
to his lodgings; and did every thing in his 
power to comfort himi But, alas! the old 
man said, too truly, ‘ There is no happiness 
left forme in this world! What a curse it is 
to have bad children ! My children have 
broken my heart! And it is all my own 
fault: 1 took no care of them when they 
' were young; and they take no care of me 
.now I am old. But, tell me, have you 
found out what is become of my daugh- 
ters r 

V 

Frank evaded the question, and begged 
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the old man to rest in' peace this night. He 
seemed quite exhausted by grief, and at last 
sunk into a sort of stupefaction : it could 
hardly he called sleep. Frahkwas obliged 
to return home, to proceed with his business 
for Mr. Barlow; and he was glad to escape 
from the sight of misery, which, however 
he might pitv it, he could not relieve. 

It was happy indeed for Frank that he 
had taken his father’s advice, and had early 
broken off all connection with Jilting Jesse. 
After duping others, she at length had be¬ 
come a greater dupe. She had this morning 
gone off with a common sergeant, with 
whom she had fallen suddenly and despe¬ 
rately in love. He cared for nothing but her 
two thousand pounds; and, to complete her 
misfortune, was a man of bad character, 
whose extravagance and profligacy had re¬ 
duced him to the sad alternative of either 
marrying for money, or going to jail. 

As for Sally, she was at this instant far 
from all thoughts either of her father or her 
brothers;- she was iu the heat of a scolding 
match, which terminated rather unfortu¬ 
nately for her matrimonial schemes. Ensign. 
Bloomington had reproached her with hav- 
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ing forced him into his aunt’s room, when 
she had absolutely refused to see him, and 
thus, being the cause that he had. lost a 
handsome legacy. Irritated by this charge, 
the lady replied in no very gentle terms. 
Words ran high ; and so high at last that the 
gentleman finished by swearing lie would 
sooner marry the devil than such a vixen! 

The match was thus broken off to the 
great, amusement of all Saucy Sally’s ac¬ 
quaintance. Her ill-humour had made her 
hated by all the neighbours; so that her dis¬ 
appointment, at the loss of the ensign, was 
embittered by their malicious raillery, and 
by the prophecy which she heard more 
than whispered from all sides, that she 
would never have another admirer either 
for “ love or money.” 

Ensign Bloomington was deaf to all over¬ 
tures of peace: he was rejoiced to escape 
from this virago; and, as we presume that 
none of our readers arc much interested in 
her fate, wc shall leave her to wear the wil¬ 
low, w ithout following her history further. 

Let us return to Mr. Barlow, whom we 
left looking over Mr. Eolingsby’s marriage 
settlements. When lie had seen that they ■ 
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were rightly drawn, he sent Frank with 
then) to Foliugsby-hall. 

Mr. Folingsby was alone when Frank ar¬ 
rived. ‘ Sit down if you please, Sir,’ said 
he. ‘ Though I have never had the pleasure 
of seeing you before, your name is well 
known to me. You arc a brother of Fanny 
Frankland's. She is a charming and ex¬ 
cellent young woman ! You have reason 
to be proud of your sister, and I have rea¬ 
son to be obliged to her.’ 

lie then adverted to what had formerly 
passed betweeu them, at Mrs. 11 unger ford's; 
and concluded by saying it would give him 
real satisfaction to do any service to him or, 
his family. ‘ Speak, and tell me what I can 
do for you.’ 

Frank looked down, and was silent: foi 
he thought Mr. Folingsby must recollect the 
injustice that lie, or bis agent, bad shown 
in turning old Frunkland out of his farm. 
He was too pumdto ask favouis, where he 
felt he had a claim to justice. 

In fact, Mr. Folingsby had, as he said, 
“ left everything to his agentand so little 
did he know either of the affairs of Ins te¬ 
nants, their persons, or even their names, 
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that he had not at this moment the slightest 
idea that Frank was the son to one of the 
oldest and the best of them. He did not 
know that old Frankland had been reduced 
to take refuge in an alms-house, in conse¬ 
quence of his agent’s injustice. Surprised 
by Frank’s cold silence, he questioned him 
more closely, and it was with astonishment 
and shame that he heard the truth. 

‘ Good heavens !’ cried lie, ‘has my neg¬ 
ligence been the cause of all this misery to 
your father? to the father of Fanny Frank¬ 
land! I remember now that you recal it to 
my mind, something of an old man, with 
.fine grey hair, coming to speak to me about 
some business, just as I was setting off for 
Ascot races. Was that your father? Ire- 
collect I told him I was in a great hurry ; 
and that Mr. Deal, my agent, would cer¬ 
tainly do him justice. In this I was grossly 
mistaken; and I have suffered severely for 
the confidence I had in that fellow. Thank 
God, I shall now have my affairs in my own 
hands. I am determined to look into them 
immediately. My head is no longer full of 
horses, and gigs, and curricles. There is a 
time for every tiling: my giddy days are over. 
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I only wish that my thoughtlessness had 
never hurt any one but myself. 

* All I can now do,’ continued Mr. Po¬ 
lings by, ‘is to make'amends, as fast-as 
possible, for the past. To begin with your 
father: most fortunately I have the means 
in my power. His farm is come back into 
my hands; and it shall, to morrow, be re¬ 
stored to him. Old Bettes worth was with 
me, scarcely an hour ago, to surrender the 
farm, on which there is a prodigious arreai 
of rent: but I understand that he has built 
a good house on the farm; and I am ex¬ 
tremely glad of it, for your father’s sake. 
Toll him it shall be his. Tell him I am 
ready, I am eager, to put him in possession 
of it; and to repair the injustice I have done, 
or which, at least, I have permitted to be 
done, in my name.’ 

Frank was so overjoyed that he could 
scarcely utter one word of thanks. In his 
way home, he called at Mrs. Hungerford’s, 
to tell the good news to his sister Fanny. 
This uas the eve of their father’s birthday; 
and they agreed to meet at the alms-house 
in the morning. 

< The happy morning came. OldFrankland 
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was busy, in his little garden, when he heard 
tjie voices of’his children, who were coming 
towards him. ‘ Fanny ! Patty ! James ! 
Frank! Welcome, my children! Welcome! 
I knew you would be so kind as to come to 
sec your old father on this day; so I was pick¬ 
ing some of my currants for you, to make 
you as welcome as I can. But I wonder 
you are not ashamed to come to see me in 
an alms-house. Such gay lads and lasses > 
I well know I have reason to be proud of 
you all. Why, 1 think, I never saw you, one 
and all, look so well in my whole life!’ 

‘ Perhaps, father,’ said Frank, * because 
you never saw us, one and all, so happy \ 
"Will you sit down, dear father, here in your 
arbour; and we will .all sit upon the grass, 
at your feet, and each tell you our stolies, 
anti all the good news.’ 

‘ My children,’ said he, ‘ do what you 
will with me ! It makes my old heart swim 
with joy to sec you all again around me 
looking so happy.’ 

The father sat down in his arbour, and 
his children placed themselves at Iris feet. 
First Iris daughter Patty spoke; and then 
Fanny; then James; and at last Frank 
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When tney had all told their little histories, 
they offered to their father in one purse 
their common riches: the rewards of their 
own good conduct. 

‘ My beloved children ! ’ said Fraukland, 
overpowered with his tears, ‘ this is too 
much joy for me! this is the happiest mo¬ 
ment of my life ! None, but the father of 
such children, can know what I fed! Your 
success in the world delights me ten times 
the more, because I know it is all owing to 
yourselves.’ 

‘Oh! no, my dear father!’ cried they 
with one accord; ‘no, dear dear father, our 
success is all owing to you! Every thing 
we have is owing to you; to the care you 
took of us, llom our infancy upward. If 
you had not watched for our welfare, and 
taught us so well, wo should not now all be 
so happy !—Poor llettesworth ! ’ 

Here they were interrupted 1 >\ Hannah, 
the faithful maid-servant, who had always 
lived with old rrankland. She came run¬ 
ning down the garden so fast that, when she 
reached the arbour, she was so much out of 
bieatli she could not speak. ‘ Dear heart! 
God bless ) on all!’ cried she, as soon as she 
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recovered breath. ‘ But it is no time to 
be sitting hen.. Come in, Sir, for mercy’s 
sake,’ said she, addressing herself to her 
old master. / Come in to be ready; come 
in all of you to be ready ! ’ 

‘ Ready! Ready for what ? ’ 

‘ Oh! ready for fine tilings! Fine doings! 
Only come in, and I ’ll tell you as we go 
along. How I have tom dll my hand, with 
this gooseberry-bush: but no matter for 
that. So then you have not heard a word 
of what is going on ? No, how could you? 
And you did not miss me, when you first 
came into the house ? ’ 

‘ Forgive us for that, good Hannah : wc 
were in such a hurry to see my father, we 
thought of nothing and nobody else.’ 

‘Very natural. Well, Miss Fanny, I've 
been up at the great house, with your lady, 
Mrs. llungcrford. A better lady cannot be ! 
Doyou know, she sent for me, on purpose 
to speak to me; and I know tilings that 
you are not to know yet. But, this much 
I may tell you, there’s a carriage coming 
here, to carry my master away to his new- 
house; and there's horses, and side-saddles 
beside, for you, and you, and you, and £ 
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And Mrs. Hungerford is coming in her own 
coach; and young Mr. Foiingsby iscbming 
in his carriage; and Mr. Barlow in Mr. Jos. 
Crumpe’s carriage; and Mr. Cleghoru, and 
his pretty daughter, in tlie gig; and—and— 
and heaps of carriages besides ! friends of 
Mrs. Hunger ford’s: and there’s such crowds 
gathering in the streets ; and I’m going 
on to get breakfast.’ 

‘ Oh! my dear father,’ cried Frank, 

‘ make haste, and take oft' this badge-coat 
before they come! We have brought proper 
clothes for you.’ 

Frank pulled off the badge-coat, as he 
called it, and flung it from him, saying, 

* My father shall never wear you more.’ 

Fanny had just tied on her father’s dean 
neckcloth, and Patty had smoothed his re¬ 
verend gray locks, when the sound of the 
carriages was heard. All that Hannah had 
told them was true. Mrs. Hungerford had 
engaged all her friends, and all who were 
acquainted with the good conduct of the 
Franklands, to attend her on this joyful 
occasion. 

* Triumphal cavalcades and processions,’ 
«aid she, ‘are in general foolish things; 
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In the island of Jamaica there lived two 
planters, whose methods of managing their _ 
slaves were as different as possible. Mr, 
Jefferies considered the negroes as an in¬ 
ferior species, incapable of gratitude, dis¬ 
posed to treachery, and to be routed from 
their natural indolence only by force: he 
treated his slaves, or rather suffered his 
overseer to treat them, with the greatest 
severity. 

Jefferies was not a man of a cruel, but of 
a thoughtless and extravagant temper. 
He was of such a sanguine disposition, that 
he always calculated upon having a fine sea¬ 
son, and fine crops on his plantation ; and 
never had the prudence to make allowance 
for unfortunate accidents: .he required, as 
he said, from his overseer, produce and not 
excuses. 

Durant, the overseer, did not scruple to 
use the most * cruel and barbarous methods 

* Tun Negro Slaves. —A fine drama, by Kotze¬ 
bue. It is to be hoped that such horrible instances 
I 2 
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of forcing the slaves to exertions beyond 
their strength. Complaints of his brutality, 
from time to time, reached his master’s ears; 
but, though Mr. Jefferies was moved to mo¬ 
mentary compassion, he shut his heart 
against conv iction: he hurried away to the 
jovial banquet, and drowned all painful re¬ 
flections in tonne. 

He was this year much in debt; and, 
therefore, being more than usually anxious 
about his crop, he pressed his overseer to 
exert himself to the utmost. 

'Hie wretched slaves, upon his plantation, 
thought themselves still more unfortunate, 
when they compared their condition with 
that of the negroes on the estate of Mr. 
Edwards. This gentleman treated his slaves 
with all possiblehumanity and kindness. He 
visited that there was no such thing as 
slavery in the world; but he was convinced, 
by the arguments of those who have the best 
means of obtaining information, that the 
sudden emancipation of the negroes would 
rather inctea.se than diminish their miseries* 

of cruelty arc not now to be found in nature. Bryan 
Edwards, in his History of Jamaica, says that most of 
the Planters are humane; but lie allows that some facts 
can be cited in contradiction of this assertion. 
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His benevolence therefore confined itself 
within the bounds of reason. He adopted 
those plans for the melioration of the 
state of the slaves, which appeared to him 
the most likely to succeed without produc¬ 
ing any violent agitation, or revolution*. 
For instance, his negroes had reasonable 
and fixed daily tasks; and, when these were 
finished, they were permitted to employ 
their time for their own advantage, 01 
amusement. If they chose to employ them¬ 
selves longer for their master, they weie 
paid regular wages for their extra work. 
This reward, for as such it was considered, 
operated most powerfully upon the slaves. 
Those who are animated by hope can per¬ 
form what would seem impossibilities; to 
those who are under the depiessmg in 11 u- 
•euce of fear. The wages which his. Ed¬ 
wards promised, he took care to see punc¬ 
tually paid. 

He had an excellent mciseer, of the name 
of Abiaharo Bayley ; a man of a mild In t 
steady temper, who was attached not only 
to his master’s interests but tv> his wriw>; 

* History of (be West ludsc>, from which these ideas 
are adopted—not stolen. 
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and who therefore was more intent upon 
seconding his humane views, than upon 
squeezing from the labour of the negroes 
the utmost produce. Each negro had, near 
his cottage, a portion of land, called his 
provision-ground; and one day in the week 
was allowed for its cultivation. 

It is common in Jamaica for the slaves to 
have provision-grounds, which they culti¬ 
vate for their own advantage; but it too 
often happens that, when a good negro has 
successfully improved his little spot of land, 
when lie has built*himself a house and be¬ 
gins to enjoy the fruits of his industry, his 
acquired property is seized upon by the she- 
riff’s officer for the payment of his master’s 
debts * : he is forcibly separated from his 
wife and children, dragged to public auc¬ 
tion, purchased by a stranger, and perhaps 
sent to terminate his miserable existence in 
the mines of Mexico; excluded for ever 
from the light of heaven! and all this with¬ 
out any crime or imprudence on his part, 
real or pretended. He is punished because 
his master is unfortunate ! 

* See an eloquent and pathetic passage on this sub¬ 
ject hi the History of the West Indies, vol. ii, p. 153, 
second edition. 
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To this barbarous injustice the negroes ou 
Mr. Edwards’s , plantation were never ex¬ 
posed. He never exceeded, his income ; be^ 
engaged in no wild speculations; lie con¬ 
tracted no debts j and his slaves, therefore, 
were in no danger of being seized by a she¬ 
riff’s officer: their properry was secuied to 
them by the prudence as well as by the ge¬ 
nerosity of their master. 

One morning, as Mr. IJdwards was walk¬ 
ing in that part of his plantation which join¬ 
ed to Mr. Jefferies’, estate, he thought lie 
heard the voice of distress, at some distance. 
The lamentations grew louder and louder as 
he approached a cottage, which stood upon 
the borders of Jefferies’ plantation. 

This cottage belonged to a slave of the 
name of Caesar, the best negro in Mr. Jef¬ 
feries’ possession. Such had been his in¬ 
dustry and exertion that, notwithstanding 
the severe tasks imposed by Durant, the 
overseer, Caisar found means to cultivate 
his provision-ground to a degree of perfec¬ 
tion no where else to be seen on this estate. 
Mr. Edwards had often admired this poor 
fellow’s industry ; and now hastened to in¬ 
quire what misfortune had befallen him. 
i 4 
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When he came to the cottage, he Found 
Caesar standing with his arms folded, andhi s 
eyes fixed upon the ground. A young and 
beautiful female negro was weeping bitterly, 
as she knelt at the feet of Durant; the over¬ 
seer, who, regarding her withasullcn aspect, 
repeated, ‘ He must go. I tell you, woman, 
hemustgo. Whatsignifiesallthisnonscnser’ 

At the sight of Mr. Edwards, the over¬ 
seer’s countenance suddenly changed, and 
assumed an air of obsequious civility. The 
poor woman retired to the further corner 
of the cottage, and continued to weep. 
Caesar never moved. ‘ Nothing is the mat¬ 
ter, Sir,’ said Durant, ‘ but that Caesar is 
coiny to he sold. That is what the woman 
is crying for. They were to be married; 
but we’ll find Clara another husband, I tell 
her; and she ’ll get the better of her grief, 
you know, Sir, as 1 tell her, in time.’ 

‘Never! never!’ said Clara. 

‘ To whom is Caesar going to be sold; and 
for what sum ? ’ 

‘ For what can be got for him,’ replied 
Durant, laughing; ‘and to whoever will buy 
him. The sheriff’s officer is here, who has 
seized him for debt, and must make the 
most of him at market.’ 
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‘ Poor fellow !’ said Mr. Edwards; ■' and 
must he leave this cottage which he hits built, 
and these bananas which lie has planted?’ 

Caesar now, for the first time, looked up, 
and fixing his eyes upon Mr. Edwards for a 
moment, advanced with an intrepid .rather, 
than an imploring countenance, and said, 

‘ Will you be my piaster? Will j'ou be her 
master? Buy both of us. You shall not re¬ 
pent of it. Caesar will serve you faithfully.' 

On hearing these words, CJara sprang 
forwards; and, clasping her hands together, 
repeated, ‘Caesar will serve you faithfully.’ 

Mr. Edwards was moved by their entrea¬ 
ties, but he left them without declaring his 
intentions. He went immediately to Mr. 
Jefferies, whom he found stretched on a 
gofa, drinking coffee. As soon as Mr. Ed¬ 
wards mentioned the occasion of his.visit, 
and expressed his sorrow for Caesar, Jeffe¬ 
ries exclaimed. ‘ Yes, poor devil! 1 pity him 
from the bottom of my soul. But what can 
J do? I leave all those things to Durant- 
He says the sheriff's officer has seized him; 
and there ’s an end of the matter. You 
know money must be had. Besides Cussar 
is not worse off than any other slave 
1 5 
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sold for debt. What signifies talking about 
the matter, as if it were something that never 
happened before! Is not it a case that oc¬ 
curs every day in Jamaica?’ 

* So much the worse,’ replied Mr. Ed¬ 
wards. 

* The worse for tliem, to be sure,’ said 
Jefferies. ‘ But, after all, they are slaves, 
tfnd used to be treated as such; and they 
tell me the negroes are a thousand times 
happier here, with us, than they ever were 
in their own country.’ 

‘ Did the negroes tell you so themselves?’ 

‘No; but people better informed than 
negroes have told me so; and, after all, 
slaves there must be; for indigo, and rum, 
and sugar, we must have.’ 

‘ Granting it to be physically impossible 
that the world should exist, without rum, 
sugar, and indigo, why could they not be 
produced by freemen, as well as by slaves ? 
If we lined negroes for labourers, instead of 
purchasing them for slaves, do you think 
they would not work as well as they do 
now ? Does any negro, under the fear of the 
overseer, work harder than a Birmingham 
journeyman, Or a Newcastle collier ; who 
toil for themselves and their families ? ’ 
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‘ Of that I do n’t pretend to judge. All 
I know is that the "Vyest India planters 
would be ruined, if tliey had no slaves, and 
I am a West India planter.’ 

‘ So am I: yet I do not think they are 
the only people whose interest ought to be 
considered, in this busincs:.’ 

* Their interests, luckily, are protected 
by the laws of the land; and, though they 
are rich men, and white men, and freemen, 
they have as good a claim to their rights 
as the poorest black slave on any of our 
plantations.’ 

* The law, in our case, seems to make the 
right; and the very reverse ought to be 
done: the right should make the law.’ 

‘ Fortunately for us planters, we need not 
enter iuto such nice distinctions. You could 
not, if you would, abolish the trade. Slaves 
would be smuggled into the islands.’ 

‘ What, if nobody would buy them ! Y ou 
know that you cannot smuggle slaves into 
England. The instant a slave touches Eng¬ 
lish ground, he becomes free. Glorious 
privilege! Why should it not be extended 
to all her dominions? If the future impor¬ 
tation of slaves into these islands were for? 
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bidden by law, the trade must cease. No 
man can either sell or possess slaves, with¬ 
out its being known: they cannot be smug¬ 
gled like lace, or brandy.’ 

‘ Wdl, well! ’ retorted Jefferies, a little 
impatiently, ‘as yet, the law is on our side. 
I can do nothing in this business, nor you 
neither.’ 

‘ Yes, we cau do something; we can en¬ 
deavour to make our negroes as happy as 
possible.’ 

‘ I leave the management of these people 
to Durant.’ 

‘ That is the very thing of which they 
complain; forgive me for speaking to you 
with the frankness of an old acquaintance.’ 

‘ Oh ! you can’t oblige me more! I lor e 
frankness of all tilings! To tell you the 
truth, I have heard complaints of Durant’s 
severity; but I make it a principle to turn a 
deaf ear to them, for I know nothing can be 
done with these fellows without it. You 
are partial to negroes ; but even you must 
allow they are a Tace of beings naturally 
inferior to us. You may in vain think of 
managing a black as you would a white. 
Do what you please for a negro, he will 
cheat you the first opportunity he finds. 
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Vou know what their maxim is: “ God 
gives black men wliat white men forget.” ’ 

To these common-place desultory obser¬ 
vations, Mr. Edwards made no reply; but 
recurred to poor Caesar, and offered to pur¬ 
chase both him and Clara, at the higlrest 
price the sheriff’s officer could obtain for 
them at market. Mr. Jefferies, with the 
utmost politeness to his neighbour, but with 
the most perfect indifference to the happi¬ 
ness of those whom he considered of a dif¬ 
ferent species from himself, acceded to this 
proposal. ‘ Nothing could be more reason¬ 
able,’ he said ; ‘ and he was happy to have 
it in his power to oblige a gentleman, for 
whom he Iiad such a high esteem.’ 

The bargain was quickly concluded with 
the sheriff’s officer; for Mr. Edwards wil¬ 
lingly paid several dollars more than the 
market price for the two slaves. When 
Cassar and Clara heard that they were not 
to he separated, their joy and gratitude were 
expressed with all the ardour and tender¬ 
ness peculiar to their different characters. 
Clara was an Eboe, Caesar a Koromantyn 
Negro. The Eboes are soft, languishing, 
and timid. The Koromanityns are frank, 
fearless, martial, and heroic. 
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. Mr. Edwards carried his new slaves home 
with him, desired Bayley, his overseer, to 
mark out a provision-ground for Cresar, and 
to give him a cottage, which happened at 
this time to be vacant. 

* Now, my good friend,’ said he to Caesar, 

‘ you may work for yourself, without fear 
that what you earn may be taken from you; 
or that you should ever be sold, to pay your 
master’s debts. If he does not understand 
what I am saying,’ continued Mr. Edwards, 
turning to his overseer, ‘ you will explain 
it to him.’ 

Ca'sar perfectly understood all that Mr. 
Edwards said; but his feelings were at this 
instant so strong that he could not find ex¬ 
pression for his gratitude: he stood like one 
stupefied! Kindness was new to him; it 
overpowered his manly heart; and, at hear¬ 
ing the words “ my good friend,” the tears 
gushed from his eyes. Tears which no tor¬ 
ture could have extorted! Gratitude swell¬ 
ed in his bosom; and he longed to be alone, 
that he might freely yield to his emotions. 

He was glad when the conch-shell sound¬ 
ed, to call the negroes to their daily labour, 
that he might relieve the sensations of his 
soul by bodily exertion. He performed his 
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task in silence; and an inattentive observer 
might have thought him sullen. 

In fact, he was impatient for the day to 
be over, that he might get rid of a heavy 
load which weighed upon his mind. 

The cruelties practised by Durant, the 
overseer of Jefferies’ plantation, had exas¬ 
perated the slaves under his dominion. 

They were all leagued together in a con¬ 
spiracy, which w as kept profoundly secret. 
Their object Avas to extirpate every white 
man, woman, and child in the island. Their 
plans were laid with consummate art; and 
the negroes were urged to execute them by 
all the courage of despair. 

The confederacy extended to all the ne¬ 
groes in the island of Jamaica, excepting 
those on the plantation of Mr. Edwards. 
To them no hint of the dreadful secret had 
yet been given; their countrymen, knowing 
the attachment they felt to their master, 
dared not trust them with these projects of 
vengeance. Hector, the negro Avho was at 
the head of the conspirators, was the parti¬ 
cular friend of Caesar, and had imparted to 
him all his designs. These friends were 
bound to each other by the strongest ties. ‘ 
Their slavery and their'sufferings began in 
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tlie same hour: they,were both brought from 
their own country in the same ship. This 
circumstance alone forms, amongst the ne¬ 
groes, a bond of connection not. easily to be 
dissolved. But the friendship of Caesar and 
Hector commenced even before they were 
united by the sympathy of misfortune; they 
were both of the same nation, both Koro- 
mantyns. In Africa, they had both been 
accustomed to command; for they had sig¬ 
nalized themselves by superior fortitude and 
courage. They respected each other for 
excelling in all which they had been taught 
to consider as virtuous; and with them re¬ 
venge was a virtue ! 

lievenge was the ruling passion of Hec¬ 
tor: in Caasar’s mind, it was rather a princi¬ 
ple instilled by education. The one con¬ 
sidered it as a duty, the other felt it as a 
pleasure. Hector's sense of injury was acute 
i-n the extreme; he knew not how to for¬ 
give. Caesar's sensibility was yet more alive 
to kindness than to insult. Hector would 
sacrifice his life to extirpate an enemy. 
Caesar would devote himself for the defence 
of a friend; and Caesar now considered a 
white man as his fi iend. 

He was now placed in a painful situation. 
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All his former friendships, all the solemn 
promises, by which he was bound to his com¬ 
panions in misfortune, forbade him to in¬ 
dulge that delightfulfeclingof gratitude and 
affection, which, for the first time, he expe¬ 
rienced for one of that race of beings whom 
lie had hitherto considered as detestable ty¬ 
rants ! objects of implacable and just re¬ 
venge ! 

Caesar was most impatient to have an in¬ 
terview with Hector, that he might commu¬ 
nicate his new sentiments, and dissuade him 
from those schemes of destruction which he 
meditated. At midnight, when all the slaves 
except himself weie asleep, he left his cot¬ 
tage, and went to Jefferies’ plantation, to 
the hut in which Hector slept. Even in his 
dreams, Hector breathed vengeance. “Spare 
none! Sons of Africa, spare none! - ’ weie 
ibe words he uttered in his sleep, as Caesar 
approached the mat on which he lay. The 
moon shone full upon him. Ctesar contem¬ 
plated the countenance of his friend, fierce 
even in sleep. ‘ Spare none ! Oh, yes! 
There is one that must be spared. There 
is one for whose sake all must be spared ! ’ 

He wakened Hector by this exclamation: 

‘ Of what were you dreaming? ’ said Ctesar. 
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‘ Of that which, sleeping or waking, fills 
my soul! Revenge! Why did you waken 
me from my dream ? It was delightful! The 
whites were weltering in their blood! But, 
silence ! We may he overheard! ’ 

‘No; every one sleeps, but ourselves,' 
replied Csesar. ‘ I could not sleep—with¬ 
out speaking to you on—a subject that 
weighs upon my mind. You have seen Mr. 
Edwards? ’ 

‘ Yes. He that is now your master. 

‘ lie that is now my benefactor! My 
friend! 1 

‘ Friend ! Can you call a white man 
friend?’ cried Hector, starting up with a 
look of astonishment and indignation. 

‘ Yes; ’ replied Caesar, with firmness. 
1 And you would speak, ay, and would feel, 
as I do, Hector, if you knew this white man 1 
Oh, how unlike he is to all of his race, that 
we have ever seen! Do not turn from me 
with so much disdain ! Hear me with pa¬ 
tience, my' friend ! ’ 

‘ 1 cannot,’ replied Hector, ‘ listen with 
patience to one who, between the rising and 
the setting sun, can forget all his resolutions, 
all his promises! Who, by a few soft words, 
can be so wrought upon as to forget all the 
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insults, all the injuries he lias rcceivedfrom 
this accursed race; and can even call a whjytc 
man friend! ’ 

Cajsar, unmoved by Hector’s anger, con¬ 
tinued to speak of Mr. Edwards with the 
wannest expressions of gratitude ; and fi¬ 
nished by declaring he would sooner forfeit 
his life than rebel against such a master. 
He conjured Hector to desist from execut¬ 
ing his designs; but all was in vain. Hector 
sat with his elbows fixed upon his knees, 
leaning his head upon his hands, in gloomy 
silence. 

Ciesar’s mind was divided, between love 
for his friend, and gratitude to his master: 
the conflict was violent, and painful. Gra¬ 
titude at last prevailed: he repeated his de¬ 
claration, that he would rather die than con¬ 
tinue in a conspiracy against his benefactor! 

Hector refused to except him from the 
general doom. ‘Betray us if you will!’ 
cried he. ‘ Betray our secrets to him whom 
you call your benefactor: to him whom a 
few hours have made your friend! To him 
sacrifice the friend of your youth, the com¬ 
panion of your better days, of your better 
self! Yes, Caesar, deliver me over to the 
tormentors: I can endure more than they 
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can inflict. I shall expire without a sigh, 
without a groan. Why do you linger here, 
(?£esar ? Why do you hesitate ? Hasten this 
moment to your master; claim your reward 
for delivering- into his power hundreds of 
your countrymen ! Why do you hesitate ? 
Away ! The coward's friendship can be of 
use to none. W ho can value his gratitude? 
Who can fear his revenge?’ 

Hector raised his voice so high, as he 
pronounced these words, that he wakened 
Durant, the overseer, who slept in the next 
house. They heard him call out suddeuiy, 
to inquire who was there; and Caesar had 
but just time to make his escape, before 
Durant appeared. He searched Hector’s 
cottage; but, finding no one, again retired 
to rest. This man's tyranny made him con¬ 
stantly suspicious: he dreaded that the slaves 
should combine against him ; and he en¬ 
deavoured to prevent them, by every threat 
and every stratagem he could devise, from 
conversing with each other. 

They had, however, taken their measures, 
hitherto, so secretly that he had not the 
slightest idea of the conspiracy which was 
forming in the island. Their schemes were 
not yet ripe for execution ; but the appoint- 



THE GRATEFUL NEGRO. 189 

ed time approached. Hector, when he 
coolly reflected on what had passed between 
him and Ciesar, could not. Help admiring the 
{'rankness ami courage with which he had 
avowed his change of sentiments. By this 
avowal, Cavsar had in fact exposed his own 
life to the most imminent danger, from the 
vengeance of the conspirators; who might 
he tempted to assassinate him who had their 
lives in his power. Notwithstanding the 
contempt with which, in the first moment 
of passion, he had treated his friend, he 
was extremely anxious that he should not 
break off all connection with the conspira¬ 
tors. He knew that Ciesar possessed both 
intrepidity and eloquence; and that his op¬ 
position to their schemes would perhaps en¬ 
tirely frustrate their whole design. He 
therefore determined to use every possible 
means to head him to their purposes. 

He result »d to have recourse to one of 
those persons * v. ho, amongst the negroes, 


Tin* enlightened inhabitants of Europe may, per¬ 
haps, smile at the superstitious credulity of the ne- 
giocs, who regard those ignoiant beings called Obtak 
people, with the most profound respect and dread; 
who believe lliat they bold in their hands the power 
of good and evil fortune, of health and sickness, of 
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are considered as sorceresses. . Esther, au 
old Koromantyu negress, had obtained by 


life and death. The instances which are related of 
their power, over the minds of their countrymen, are 
so wonderful that none but the most unquestionable 
authority could make us think them credible. The. 
following passage, from Edwards's History of the West 
Indies, is inserted to give an idea of this strange infatu¬ 
ation. 

“ In the year 17G0, when a very formidable insur¬ 
rection of the Koromantyu or Gold Coast negroes 
bioke out, in the parish of St. Mary, and spread 
through almost every other district of the island, an 
old Koromantyu negro, the chief instigator and oracle 
of (lie insurgents in that parish, who had administered 
the fetish, or solemn oath, to the. conspirators, and 
furnished them with a magical preparation, which 
was to lemhr them invulnerable, was fortunately 
apprehended, convicted, and hung up, with all his 
ieatheis and trmnpciies about him; and his execution 
struck the insurgents with a general panic, liom which 
they never afterwards recovered. The examinations, 
. wJikIi wcie taken at that peiiod, first opened the eyes 
of the public to the very dangerous tendency of the 
Obrah practices ; and gave birth to the law, which was 
then enacted, for their suppression and punishment; 
hut neither the temmr of this law', the strict investi¬ 
gation which has since been made after the professors 
of Obi, nor the many examples of those, who from 
time to time have been hanged or transported, have 
hitherto produced the desiied effort. A gentleman, 
on his returning to Jamaica, ill the year found 

that a great many of his negroes had died during his 
absence ; and that, of such as remained alive, at least 
one half were debilitated, bloated, and in a very de- 
pkuable condition. The mortality 'continued after bi« 
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her skill in poisonous herbs, and her know¬ 
ledge of veflomous reptiles, a high repu- 


airival: and two or three were frequently buried in 
one day: others were taken ill, and began to decline 
under the same symptoms. Every means were tried, 
bv medicine and the most careful nursing, to preserve 
the lives of the feeblest; but, in spite of all his endea- 
v ours, this depopulation went on for a twelvemonth 
longer, with more or less intermission, and without 
his being able to ascertain the real cause ; though the 
Oi>cah practice was strongly suspected, as well by him¬ 
self as by the. doctor, and other white persons upon 
the plantation; as it was known to have been very 
common in that part of the island, and particularly 
among the negroes of .the Vupuiv or Pupo country. 
Still, he.was unable to verify his suspicions ; because 
the patients constantly denied their having any thing to 
do with poisons of that order, or any knowledge of 
them. At length, a negicss, who had been ill for 
some time, came and informed him that, feeling it was 
impossible for hi r to live much longer, she thought her¬ 
self bound in duty, before she died, to inipait a very 
great seuet, and acquaint him with the true cause of 
her disorder; in hopes that the disclosure might prove 
the means of slopping that mischief, which had already 
swept away such a number of her fellow slaves. She 
proce; ded to say tint her step-mother, a woman of the 
I’op't country, above eighty years old, but still hale 
and active, had put Obi upon her; as .,he had upon 
those who had lately died: and that the old woman 
• bad practised Obi for as many years past as she could 
remember. The other negroes of the plantation no 
sooner heard of this impeachment .than they ran in a 
body to their master, and confined the truth of it 
*<•**. Upon this he repaired erectly, with six white 
servants, to the old woman's house; and, forcing open 
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tation amongst her countrymen She 
soon taught them to belief her to be 
possessed of supernatural powers ; and 
she then worked their imagination to what 
pitch aiul purpose she pleased. 

She was the chief instigator of this in¬ 
tended rebellion. It was she who had sti¬ 
mulated the revengeful temper of Hector 
almost to phrenzy. She now promised him 
that her arts should be exerted over his 
friend; and it was not long before he felt 
their influence. Ca-sar soon perceived an 
extraordinary change in the countenance 
and manner of his beloved Clara. A me¬ 
lancholy hung over her, and she refused to 


the door, observed the whole inside of the roof, which 
was of thatch, and every crew ice of the wall, stuck 
with the implements of her trade ; consisting of rags, 
feathers, hones of cuts, and a thousand other articles 
The house was instantly pulled down; and, 
with the whole of its contents, committed to the 
flames, amidst the general acclamations of ail his other 
negroes ****-•*, From the moment of her departure, 
his negroes seemed all to be animated with new 
spiiits; and the malady spread no further among them. 
The total of his losses, in the course of about lifteen 
years preceding the discovery, and imputable solely to 
the Ohca/i pructuc, he estimates, at least, at one hundred 
Degrees.’' 
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impart to him the cause of her dejection. 
Cicsar was indefatigable in his exertions to 
cultivate and embellish the ground near his 
cottage, in hopes of making it an agreeable 
habitation for her; but she seemed to take 
no interest in any thing. She would stand 
beside him immoveable, in a deep reverie; 
and, when he inquired whether she was ill, 
she would answer no, and endeavour to 
assume an air of gayety: but this cheerful¬ 
ness was transient; she soon relapsed into 
despondency. At length, she endeavoured 
to avoid her lover; as if she feared his fur¬ 
ther inquiries. 

Unable to endure this state of suspense, 
he one evening resolved to bring her to an 
explanation. 1 Clara,’ said he, ‘ you once 
loved me: I have done nothing, have I, to 
forfeit your confidence ? ’ 

‘ I once loved you!’ said she, raising her 
languid eyes, and looking at him with rc- 
{'ioachful tenderness; ‘ and can you doubt 
my constancy? Oh, Ciesar, you little know 
what is passing in my heart! You are the 
cause of my melancholy ! ’ 

She paused, and hesitated; as if afraid 
that she had said too much: but Ciesar 
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urged her with so much vehemence, and so 
much tenderness, to open to him her whole 
soul, that, at last, she could not resist Ins 
eloquence. She reluctantly revealed to him 
that secret of which she could not think 
without honour. She informed him that, un¬ 
less he complied with what was required of 
him by tin' sorceress Esther, he wars devoted 
to die. What it was that Esther required 
of him Clara knew 7 not: she knew nothing 
of the conspiracy. The timidity of her cha¬ 
racter was ill-suited to such a project: and 
every thing relating; to it had been conceal¬ 
ed from her with the utmost care. 

Wlieu she explained to Ccvsur the cause 
of her deject ion, his natural courage resisted 
these superstitious fears; and he endeavour¬ 
ed to raise Clara's spirits. He endeavomed 
in vain: she fell at his 1< ct, and with tears, 
and tiie most tender supplications, conjured 
him to aveit the wrath of the sorceress 
by obey ing her commands, whatever they 
might be! 

‘ Clara,’ replied lie, ‘ you knorv not what 
you ask ! ’ 

‘ I ask you to save your life ! ’ said she. 
‘ J ask you, for mv sake, to save your life, 
vhile yet it is in your power!' 
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‘ But would you, to save my life, Clara, 
inakemc the worst of criminals? Would you 
make me the murderer of my benefactor?* 

Clara started with honour! 

‘ Do you recollect the day, the moment, 
when we were on the point of being- sepa¬ 
rated for ever, Clara? Do you remember 
the white man’s coming to my cottage ? Do 
you remember his look of benevolence? his 
\ oiee of compassion? Do you remember 
his generosity? Oh! Clara, would you make 
me the murderer of this man?’ 

‘ Heaven forbid!’ said Clara. ‘This can¬ 
not he the will of the sorceress !’ 

‘ It is ! ’ said Caesar. ‘ But she shall not 
succeed, even though she speaks with the 
voice of Clara. Urge me no further; my 
resolution is fixed. I should he unworthy 
of your love if I were capable of treachery 
and ingratitude.’ 

‘ But, is there no means of averting the 
u rath of Esther ? ’ said Clara. ‘ Your life—’ 

‘Think, first, of my honour,’interrupted 
Caesar. ‘ Your fears deprive you of.reason. 
Return to this sorceress, and tell her that I 
dread not her wrath. My hands shall never 
he imbrued in the blood of my bencfactm 
K 2 
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CJara! Can you forget his look, when he 
told us that we should never more be se¬ 
parated ? ’ 

1 It went to my heart,’ said Clara, burst¬ 
ing into tears. ‘ Cruel, cruel Esther ! Why 
do you command us to destroy such a ge¬ 
nerous master ? ’ 

The conch sounded to summon the ne¬ 
groes to their morning’s work. Ithappened, 
this day, that Mr. Edwards, who was con¬ 
tinually inteutupon increasing the comforts 
and happiness of his slaves, sent his carpen¬ 
ter, while Cavsar was absent, to fit up the 
inside of his cottage; and, when Cwsar re¬ 
turned from work, he found his master 
puming the branches of a tamaiind tree, 
that overhung the thatch. ‘ How conics it, 
Caasar,* said lie, ‘ that you have not pruned 
these branchesr’ 

Ca-sar had no knife. ‘ Here is mine for 
von,’ said Mr. Edwards. ‘ It is very sharp,’ 
added he, smiling; ‘hut I am not one of 
those masters who are afraid to tiust their 
negroes.with sharp knives.’ 

These words were spoken w ith perfect 
simplicity: Mr. Edw arils had no suspicion, 
at this time, of wdiat was passing in the ne¬ 
gro’s mind. Casar received the knife with- 
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out uttering a syllable; but no sooner was 
Mr. Edwards out of sight than he knelt 
down, and, in a transport of gratitude, 
swore that, with this knife, he would stab 
himself to the heart, sooner than betray his 
master 1 

The principle of gratitude conquered ev r ery 
other sensation. The mind of Ctesar was 
not insensible to the charms of freedom: he 
knew the negro conspirators had so taken 
their measures that there was the greatest 
probability of their success. His heart beat 
high at the idea of recovering his liberty; but 
he w r as not to be seduced from his duty, not 
even by this delightful hope: nor was he to 
be intimidated by the dreadful certainty that 
his former friends and countrymen, consider-, 
ing him as a deserter from their cause, 
would become his bitterest enemies. Ti e 
loss of Hector’s esteem and affection was 
deeply felt by Ctesar. Since the night that 
the decisive conversation, relative to .\lr. 
Edwards, passed, Hector and he had never 
exchanged a syllable. 

This visit proved the cause of much suf¬ 
fering to 1 lector, and to several of the slaves 
on Jefferies’ plantation. We mentioned that 
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Durant had been awakened by the raised 
voice of Hector. Though he could not find 
any one in the cottage, yet his suspicions 
were not dissipated: and an accident nearly 
brought the whole conspiracy to light. 
Durant had ordered one of the negroes to 
watch a boiler of sugar: the slave was over¬ 
come by the heat, and fainted. He had 
scarcely recovered his senses when the over¬ 
seer came up, and found that the sugar had 
fermented, by having remained a few mi¬ 
nutes too long in the boiler. lie flew into a 
violent passion, and ordered that the negro 
should receive fifty lashes. Ilis victim boie 
them without uttering a groan ; but, when 
his punishment was over, and when he 
thought the overseer was gone, he exclaim¬ 
ed, ‘ It will soon he our turn ! 9 

Durant was not out of hearing. ID 
turned suddenly, and ohseivcd that the ne¬ 
gro looked at Hector, when he pronounced 
these words; and tiiis confirmed the suspi¬ 
cion that I lector was carrying on some con¬ 
spiracy. lie immediately had recourse to 
t.i.it"!» utility which lie considered as the on tv 
n i ans c.i’g..coining black men; Hector and 
time oiljt. r m grocs were lashed unmerci¬ 
ful _v ; but no confessions could be extorted. 
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Mr. Jefferies iniglit perhaps have foibid- 
den sucli violence to be used, if he had not. 
been at the time carousing with a party of 
jo vial West Indians; who though t of nothing 
but indulging their appetites in all the luxu- 
lies that art and nature could supply. The. 
sufferings, which had been endured by many 
of the wretched negroes, to furnish out this 
magnificent entertainment, were never once 
thought of by these selfish epicures. Yet, 
so false are the general estimates of charac¬ 
ter, that all these gentlemen passed for men 
of great feeling and generosity! The human 
mind, in certain situations, becomes so ac¬ 
customed to ideas of tyranny and emelt\, 
that they no longer appear extraordinary 
or detestable: they rather seem part of 
the necessary and immutable order of 
tilings. 

‘ Mr. Jefferies was stopped, as he passed 
from Ins dining-room into li is drawing-room, 
by a little negro child, of about live rears 
old, who was crying bitterly, lie was the 
son ol one of the slave'. who were at this 
moment under the toi turcr's L ind. ‘ Pour 
little devil!’ said Mr. Jefferies, who was 
more than half intoxicated. - Take him 
K 4 
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away; and tell Durum, some of ye, to pardon 
his father —if he can.’ 

The child ran, eagerly, to announce his 
father's pardon ; hut he soon returned, cry¬ 
ing' more violently than before. Durant 
u ould not hear the boy; and it was now no 
burger possible to appeal to Mr. Jefferies, 
for be was in the midst of an assembly of 
lair ladies; and no servant belonging to the 
house dared to intenupt the festivities of 
the evening. The three men, n ho were so 
severely flogged to extort from them con¬ 
fessions, were perfectly innocent: they knew 
nothing of the confederacy ; but the rebels 
seized the moment, when their minds were 
exasperated by this cruelty and injustice, 
and they easily persuaded them to join the 
league. The hopes of revenging themselves 
upon the overseer was a moth e sufficient to 
make them brave death, in any shape. 

Another incident, which happened a few 
days before the time destined for the revolt 
of the s!a\ es, determined numbers who had 
been undecided. Mrs. Jefferies was a 
languid beauty : or rather a languid line 
lady who had been a beauty, and who spent 
all that part of the day which was not de¬ 
voted to the pleasures of the tabic, or in 
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reclining on a couch, in dress. She was one 
day extended on a sofa, fanned by f an- 
slaves, two at her head and two at her feet, 
-when news was brought that a large chest, 
directed to her, was just anived from Lon¬ 
don. 

This chest contained vat i jus articles of 
dress of the newest fashions. The Jamaica 
ladies carry their ideas of magnificence to 
a high pitch: they willingly give a hundred 
guineas for a gown, which they perhaps weai 
but. once or twice. In the elegance anti va¬ 
riety of her ornaments, Mrs. Jelferics was 
not exceeded hv any lady in the island, ex¬ 
cept by one who had lately received a cargo 
from England. Sue now expected to out¬ 
shine her competitor, and desired that die 
chest should he unpacked in her picsencc. 

In taking out one of the gowns, it caught 
on a nail in the lid, anti was torn. The 
lady, roused from her natural indolence by 
this disappointment toiler vanity, instantly 
ordered that the unfortunate female, slave 
should be severely chastised. The w ornan 
was the wife of lleetor; and this fresh in¬ 
jury worked up his temper, naturally vin¬ 
dictive, to the highest point. lie ardently 
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longed for the moment when he might 
.satiate his vengeance. 

Tiie plan the negroes had laid was to set. 
the to tlie canes, at one and the same time, 
on every plantation ; and, when the white 
inhabitants of the island should run to put 
out the file, the blacks were to seize this 
moment of confusion and consternation to 
fall upon them, and make a general mas¬ 
sacre. The time when this scheme was to 
he carried into execution was not known to 
Ctrsar; for the conspirators had changed 
their day, as soon as llector told them that 
his friend was no longer one of the conic - 
de racy. They dreaded he should betray 
them; and it was determined that he and 
Clara should both be destroyed, unless they 
could be prevailed upon to join the conspi- 
iac\. 

llector wished to save his friend; but the 
desiic of vengeaflce overcame every other 
feeling. lie resolved, however, to make an 
atteir.pt, for the last time, to change Caesar's 
resolution.' 

For this purpose, Esther was the person 
he employed : she was to work upon his 
mind by means of Clara. ( n returning to 
her cottage one night, she found, suspended 
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from the thatch, one of those strange fan¬ 
tastic charms, with w hich the Indiap sor¬ 
ceresses terrify those whom they have pro¬ 
scribed. Clara, unable to conquer her ter- 
rour, repaired again to Esther, who received 
her first in mysterious silence; but, after 
she had implored her forgiveness for the 
past, and with all possible humility con¬ 
jured her to grant her future protection, the 
sorceress deigned to speak. Her commands 
were that Clara should prevail upon her 
lover to meet her, on this awful spot, the 
ensuing night. 

Little suspecting what was going forward 
on the plantation of Jefferies, Mr. Edwards 
that evening gave his slaves a holiday. He 
and his family came out at sun-set, when 
the liesh breeze hud sprung up, and seated 
themselves under a spreading palm-tree, to 
enjoy the pleasing spectacle of this negro 
festival. His negroes were all well clad; 
their turbans were of the gayest colours, and 
their merry countenances suited the gaycty 
of their dress. While some were dancing, 
and some playing on the tambourine, others 
appeared amongst the distant trees, bring¬ 
ing baskets of avocado pears, grapes, and 
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pine-apples, the produce of their own provi¬ 
sion-grounds ; and others were employed in 
spreading their clean trenchers, or the cala¬ 
bashes, which served for plates and dishes. 
The negroes continued to dance and divert 
themselves till late in the evening. When 
they separated and letired to rest, Caesar, 
recollecting his promise to Clara, repaired 
secretly to the habitation of the sorceress. 
It was situate in the recess of a thick wood. 
When he arm ed there, he found the door 
fastened; and he was obliged to w ait some 
time before it was opened by Esther. 

The first object he beheld was his beloved 
Clara, stretched on the ground, apparently 
a corpse! The sorceress had thrown her 
into a trance, by a preparation of deadly 
night-shade. The hag hurst into an infer¬ 
nal laugh, when she beheld the despair that 
was painted in Caesar's countenance ! — 
‘ Wu-lch ! ’ cried she ; ‘ you have defied ni) 
powei : behold its victim 1 ’ 

Ca-sar, in a transpoit of rage, seized her 
by the throat; but his fury was soon checked. 

‘Destroy me,' said the fiend, ‘ and you 
destroy your Claia. She is not dead : but 
she lies in the sleep of death, into which she 
lias been thrown by magic art, and from 
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nlnch no power, but mine, can restore her 
t c> the light of life. Yes! Look at her, pale 
and motionless ! Never will she rise from 
the earth, unless, within one hour, you obey 
my commands. I have administered to 
Ilector and his companions the solemn fe¬ 
tish oath, at the sound of which every negro 
in Africa trembles! You know my object.’ 

v Fiend, 1 do! ’ replied Caesar; eyeing her 
sternly; ‘but, while I have life, it shall 
never be accomplished.’ 

‘ Look yonder!’ cried she, pointing to the 
moon ; ‘in a few minutes that moon will 
set: at that hour Hector and his friends 
will appear. They come armed! armed 
with weapons which 1 shall steep in poison 
for their enemies. Themselves 1 w ill render 
invulnerable. Look again !’ continued she, 
* if my dim eyes mistake not, yonder they 
come. Lash man, you die, if they cross 
my threshold.’ 

‘ 1 wish for death,’ said Ca’sar. 1 Clara 
is dead ! ’ 

‘ Hut you can restore her to life by a 
single word.’ 

Cwsar, at this moment, seemed to hesi¬ 
tate. 

‘ Consider ! Your heroism is vain,’ con- 
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tinned Esther. ‘ You will have the knives 
of fifty of the conspirators in your bosom, if 
you do not join them; and, after you have 
fallen, the death of your master is inevita¬ 
ble. Here is the howl of poison, in which 
the negro knives arc to be steeped. Your 
friends, your former friends, your count ry¬ 
men, will be in arms in a few minutes; and 
they w ill bear down every thing before 
them! Victory! Wealth! Freedom! and 
Jlc\enge! will be theirs!* 

Caasar appeared to be more and more agi¬ 
tated. Ilis eyes were fixed upon Clara- 
The conflict in his mind was violent; but 
his sense of gratitude and duty could not 
be shaken by hope, fear, or ambition : nor 
could it be vanquished by love, lie de¬ 
termined, however, to appear to yield. As 
if struck with panic, at the approach of the 
con federate negroes, he suddenly turned to 
thcoorceicss, and said, in a tone of feigned 
submission, ‘ It is in vain to struggle with 
fate. Let my knife, too, be dipt in your 
magic noisou.’ 

O l 

i he sorceress dapped her hands, with in¬ 
fernal joy in her countenance. She bade 
him iustamlv pive her knife, that she 

e O 

might plunge it to the hilt in the bowl of 
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-poison; to which she turned with savage 
impatience. His knife was left in his cot¬ 
tage; and, under pretence of going in search 
of it, he escaped. Esther promised to pre¬ 
pare Ileetor, and all his companions, to re¬ 
ceive him with their ancient cordialitv, on 
his return. Ctesar ran with the utmost meed 
along a by-path out of the wood, met none 
of the rebels, reached bis master's house, 
sealed the wall of his bedchamber, got in at 
the window, and wakened him, exclaiming, 
‘Arm ! Arm yourself, my dear master! Arm 
all your slaves ! They \\ ill fight for you, and 
die for you ; as I will the first. The Ko- 
roinantyu yell of war will be heard in Jef¬ 
feries’ plantation this night ! Arm ! Arm 
yourself,my dear master, and let us surround 
the rebel leaders while it is yet time. I will 
lead \ou to the place where they are all as¬ 
sembled. on condition that their chief, who 
is my friend, shall be pardoned.’ 

Mr. Edw ards armed himself and the ne¬ 
groes oil iii.s plantation, as well as tilt* 
whites: they were all equally attached to 
him. lie followed Caesar into the recesses 
of the wood. 

They proceeded with all possible rapidity, 
but in perfect silence, till they readied 
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Esther’s habitation; which they surrounded 
completely, before they were perceived by 
the conspirators. 

Mr. Edwards looked through a hole in 
the wall; and, by the blue flame of a cauld¬ 
ron, over which the sorceress was stretching 
her shrivelled hands, he saw Ilector and five 
stout negroes standing, intent upon her in¬ 
cantations. These negroes held their knives 
in their hands, ready to dip them into the 
bowl of poison. It was proposed, by one 
of the whites, to set fire immediately to the 
hut; and thus to force the rebels to surren¬ 
der. The advice was followed; but Mr. 
Edwards charged his people to spare their 
prisoners. Tne moment the rebels saw that 
the thatch of the hut was in flames, they set 
up the Koromantyn yell of war, and rushed 
out with frantic desperation. 

‘ Yield! You are pardoned, Hector,’ cried 
Mr. Edwards, in a loud voice. 

‘ You are pardoned, my fiiend ! ’ repeated 
Ca:sar. 

Hector, incapable at this instant of listen¬ 
ing to any thing hut revenge, sprang for¬ 
wards, and plunged his knife into the bo¬ 
som of Cwsar. The faithful servant stag¬ 
gered hack a few' paces: his master caught 
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him in his arms. ‘ 1 die content,’ said he, 
‘ Bury me with Clara! ’ 

lie swooned from loss of blood, as thev 
were carrying him home ; but, when hi.s 
wound was examined, it was found not to be 
mortal. As he recovered from his swoon, 
he stared wildly round him, trying to rccoL- 
lcct where he was, and what had happened. 
He thought that he was still in a dream, 
when he saw his beloved Clara standing be¬ 
side him. The opiate, which the pretended 
sorceress had administered to her, had ceas¬ 
ed to operate; she wakened from her trance 
just at the time the Ivoromantyn yell com¬ 
menced. Ca sar’s joy !-We must leave 

that to the imagination. 

In the mean time, what became of the 
rebel negroes, and Mr. Edwards? 

The taking the chief conspirators prison¬ 
ers ditl not prevent the negroes, upon Jcf- 
f'eiies’ plantation, from insurrection. The 
moment they heard the war-whoop, the sig¬ 
nal agreed upon, they lose in a body; and, 
before they could be prevented, either by 
the whites on the estate,or by Mr.Edwaids’s 
adherents, they had set iiie to the overseer’s 
house, and to the canes. 1 he overseer was 
the mincioal olnect of tlieiv vpM<rp?»i»rv»- V 
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died in tortures, inflicted by the hand-, ot 
those who had suffered most by his cruel¬ 
ties. Mr. Edwards, however, quelled the 
insurgents before rebellion spread to any 
other estates in the island. The influence 
of his character, and the effect of his elo¬ 
quence upon the minds of the people, were 
astonishing: nothing but his interference 
could have prevented the total destruction 
of Mr. Jefferies, and his family; who, as it 
was computed, lost this night upwards of 
fifty thousand pounds. lie was never 
afterward able to recover his losses, or to 
shake off his constant fear of a fresh insm- 
m tion among his slaves. At length., hr 
and his lad\ returned to England; where 
they were obliged to live in obscurity and 
indigence. They had no consolation, in 
their misfortunes, but that of railing at the 
trcaehc] y of the w hole race of slaves.—Our 
readers, we hope, will think that at least 
one exception may be made, in favour ot' 
The Oratli ul Negro, 


March, UVJ2. 
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Oh tlii-. detestable To Morrow !—a thins; nhvass 
“ expected, yet never found.’' 

Johnson. 


CHAPTER 1. 

' i litis long boon my intention t<> write mv 
ow n history; anil I am determined to begin 
nto day; tor half the good intentions of my 
life have been frustiated by mv unfortunate 
habit of putting things oif till to morrow. 

When 1 \\a» a young man, I used to be 
odd that •this was my only fault; 1 believed 
it ; and m\ vanity or laziness persuaded me 
that this fault was but small, and that I 
-hould easily cure myself of it in time. 
That time, however, has not yet arrived; 
and at my advanced time of life I must give 
up all thoughts of amendment, hoping, how¬ 
ever, that sincere repentance may.stand in¬ 
stead of reformation. 
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My father was an eminent London book¬ 
seller: lie happened to be looking over a 
new biographical dictionary on the day 
when I was brought into the world; and 
at the moment when my birth was an¬ 
nounced to him, he had his finger upon the 
name Basil; he read aloud—“ Basil, cauon- 
“ ized bishop of Cassarea, a theological, 
“ controversial, and moral writer.” 

‘ My boy,’ continued my father, ‘ shall 
be named after this gieat man, and I hope 
am! believe that. I shall live to see him either 
a celebrated theological, controversial, and 
moral author, or a bishop. I am not so 
sanguine as to expect that he should be 
both these good things.’ 

I was christened Basil according to my 
father's w ishes, and his hopes of my future 
celebrity and fortune were conlirmed, during 
my childhood, by instances of wit and me¬ 
mory, which were not perhaps greater than 
what could have been found in my little con¬ 
temporaries, but which appeared to the va¬ 
nity of parental fondness extraordinary, if 
not supernatural. My father declared that 
it would i>c a sin not to give me a learned 
education, and he went even beyond bis 
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means to procure for me all the advantages 
of the best modes of instruction. I was sti¬ 
mulated, even when a boy, by the idea that 
Ishould become agreatmau, and my masters 
had for some time reason to be satisfied; but 
what they called the quickness of my parts 
continually retarded m} r progress. The fa¬ 
cility with which I learned my lessons en¬ 
couraged me to put ofriearning them till the 
last moment; and this habit of procrastin¬ 
ating, which was begun in presumption, 
ended in disgrace. 

When 1 was sent to a public school, I 
found among my companions so many temp¬ 
tations to idleness, that notwithstanding the 
quickness of my parts, I was generally 
flogged twice a week. As I grew older, tm 
reason might perhaps have taught me to 
correct myself, but my vanity was excited 
to persist, in idleness by certain .imprudent 
sayings or whisperings of my father. 

When I came home from school at the ’a- 
lydays, and when complaints were preferred 
against me in letters from my schoolmaster, 
mv father, even while he affected to scold 
me for my negligence, flattered me in the 
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most dangerous manner by adding— aside \ o 
some friend of the family— 

‘ My Basil is a strange fellow !—can do 
any thing he pleases—all his masters say so 
—but he is a sad idle dog—all your men of 
genius are so—puts off business always to 
the last moment—All your men of genius 

do so. For instance, there is-whose 

third edition of odes I have just published 
—what an idle dog he is. Yet who makes 
such a noise in the world as he does?—puts 
off every thing till to morrm\ like my Basil 
— but can do more at the last moment than 
any man in England—that is, if the fit si izes 
him—for he does nothing but by Jits—has 
no application—none—Says it would “ pe¬ 
trify him toaduncc.*’ 1 never knew a man 
ol’genius who was not an idle dog.’ 

Not a syllable of such speeches was lost 
upon me; the ideas of a man of genius and 
of an idle dog were soon so firmly joined 
together in m) imagination, that it w as im¬ 
possible to separate them, either by ni) own 
reason or by that of my preceptors. I gloiicd 
in the very habits which my tutors laboured 
to collect; and I never w as seriously morti- 
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tied by the consequences of my ow'd folly 
till, at a public examination at Eton, I lost 
a premium by putting off till it was too late 
the finishing a copy of verses. The lines 
which I had written were said by all my 
young and old friends to be beautiful. The 
prize was gained by one Johnson, a heavy 
lad, of no sort of genius, but of great per¬ 
severance. His verses were finished, how¬ 
ever, at the stated time. 

“ For dulness ever must be regular ! " 

My fragment, charming as it was, was 
useless, except to hand about afterward 
among my friends, to prove what I might 
have done if I had thought it worth while. 

My father was extremely vexed by my 
missing an opportunity of distinguishing 
myself at this public exhibition, especially as 
the ki»g had honoured theassemlny with Siis 
presence; and, as those who had gained pie- 
miums were presented to his majesty, it w as 
supposed that their being thus early marked 
as lads of talents would he highly advan¬ 
tageous to their advancement in life. .411 
this my father felt, and, blaming himself for 
having encouraged in me the indolence of ge¬ 
nius, he determined to counteract his former 
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imprudence, and Avas resolved, he said, to 
cure me at once of my habit of procrastina¬ 
tion. For this purpose he took down from 
his shelves Young's Night Thoughts; from 
which he remembered a line, which has be¬ 
come a slock line among Avritiug masters’ 
copies: 

“ Procrastination is the thief of time.” 

lie hunted the book for the words Pro- 
crastination, Time, To day, and 7b morrow, 
and made an extract of seven long pages on 
the dangers of delay. 

‘ Now, my dear Basil,’ said he, ‘ this is 
what will cme you for life, and this you must 
get perfectly by heart, before I give you 
cue shilling move pocket-money.’ 

Tiie motive was all-powerful, and with 
p hns, iteration, and curses, I fixed the he¬ 
terogeneous quotations so well in i*iy me- 
i.toq\ that .some of them have remained there 
to this day. For instance— 

“ Time destroy’*! 

Is suicide whew more than hlood is spilt. 

Tiw Hies, death urges, knells call, Heav’n invites. 

Hell threatens. 

We push Turn from us, and we wish him back. 

Man flies from Time, and Time from Man too so'ui; 

In sad divorce Shis double flight must end ; 

And then where are we 1 
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Be wise to day, 't is madness lo defer, Ac. 

Next day the fatal precedent will plead, &e. 
Lorenzo—0 for yesterday': to come! 

To d,ii) is ucstcruay return'd ; return'd. 

Full power’d to cancel, expiate, rai,-e, adorn, 

And reinstate us on the rock of peace. 

Let it not share its predecessor’s fate, 

Nor, like its elder sister ., die a fool. 

W here shall 1 find hi i ? Ant'd*! tell me where : 
You know him ; he is near you: point him out ; 
Shall 1 see glories beaming trom Ids brow ? 

Or trace ids footsteps by the rising flow Vs ? 

Your golden wings now hov’iing o’er him shed 
Protection: now are'wav’riitg in applause 
To that blest sou of foresight! Lord of fate! 
That awful independent on to >wi,nu! 

Whose «!«•< is done ; who triumphs in the past: 
Whose yesterdays look backward with a smile.” 


I spare you the rest of my task, and I 
earnestly iupe, my dear reader, that these 
citati tns may have a better effect upon you. 
than they iiad upon me. With shame I con¬ 
fess that even with ihc addition of Shake- 
spear’s eloquent 

“ To morrow, and To morrow, and To mot row, Ac." 

which I learnt by hcait gratis, not a bit the 
better was I for all this poetical morality. 
What I wanted was not conviction ot my 
folly, but icsolution to amend. 

When I say that i was not a bit the 
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better for these documents, I must not omit 
to observe to you that I was very near being 
four hundred pounds a year the better for 
them. 

Jlcingobligodto learn so much of Young's 
Night Thoughts by rote, I was rather dis¬ 
gusted, and my attention was roused to 
criticise the lilies, which had been forced 
upon niv admiration. Afterward, when I 
went to College, I delighted to maintain, 
in opposition to some of my companions, 
who were enthusiastic admirers of Young, 
that be was no poet. The more I was ridi¬ 
culed, the more 1 persisted. I talked my¬ 
self into notice; I became acquainted with 
several of the literary men at Cambridge; I 
w lote in defence of my opinion, or, as some 
called it, my heresy. I maintained that what 
all the w orld had mistaken for sublimity was 
bombast; that the Night Thoughts were 
fuller of witty conceits than of poetical 
images: I drew a parallel between Young 
and Cow ley; and 1 liuishcdby pronouncing 
Young to he the Cow ley of the eighteenth 
century. To do myself justice, there was 
much ingenuity and some truth in my essay, 
but it v as the declamation of a paitisan, who 
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cun think only on one side of a question, 
and who, in the heat of controversy, says 
more than lie thinks, and more than lie 
originally intended. 

It is often the fortune of literary partisans 
to obtain a share of temporary celebrity far 
beyond their deserts, especially if they attack 
any writer of established reputation. The 
success of my essay exceeded my most san¬ 
guine expectations, and I began to think 
that my father was right; that I was horn 
to be a great genius, and a great man. The 
notice taken of me by a learned prelate, 
who piqued himself upon bring- considered 
as the patron of young' men of talents, con¬ 
tinued me at once in my self-conceit ami 
my hopes of preferment. 

I mentioned to you that my father, in ho¬ 
nour of mv name-sake Basil, bishop ofChesa- 
rea, and to verify his own presentiments -, had 
educated me for the church. My present 
patron, who seemed to like me the bet ter the 
•oftencr I dined w-ith bun, gave me re., son to 
hope that he would provide for me hand¬ 
somely. I was not yet ordained, when a 
living of fear hundred per annum fell into 
I. a 
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his gift: he held it over for some months, as 
it was thought, on purpose for me. 

In the mean time he employed me to 
■writea charity sermon for him, which he was 
to preach, as it was expected, to a crowded 
congregation. None but those, who are 
themselves slaves to the habit of procrasti¬ 
nation, will believe, that I could be so foolish 
as to put oil’ writing this sermon till the Satur¬ 
day evening before it was wanted. Some of 
my young companions came unexpectedly 
to sup with me; wesat late: in the vanity of a 
young author, who glories in the rapidity of 
composition, I said to myself that I could 
finish my sermon in an hour’s time. But, 
alas! u hen my companions atlength depart¬ 
ed, they left me in no condition to complete 
a sermon. I fell fast asleep, and was wak¬ 
ened in the morning by the bishop's scr- 
\ an!. The* dismay I felt is indescribable; t 
stai ted up—it was nine o’clock: I began to 
write ; but my band and my mind trembled, 
and my ideas were in such confusion, that I 
could not, great, genius as I was, produce a 
beginning sentence in a quarter of an hour. 

I kept the bishop’s servant forty minutes 
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by his watch; wrote and rewrote two-pages, 
and walked up and down the room; tore my 
two pages; and at last, when the footman 
said he could wait no longer, was obliged to 
let him go with an awkward note, pleading 
sudden sickness for my apology. It was 
true that I was sufficiently sick at the time 
when I penned this note ; my head ached 
terribly; and I kept my room, reflecting 
upon my own folly, the whole of the day. I 
foresaw the consequences; the living was 
given away by my patron the next, morn¬ 
ing, and all hopes of future favour were 
absolutely at an end. 

My father overwhelmed me with re¬ 
proaches ; and I might perhaps have been 
reformed by this disappointment; but au 
unexpected piece of good fortune, or what I 
then thought good fortmre, was my ruin. 

Among the multitude of mv college-friends 
was a young gentleman, whose lather was 
just appointed to go oulupon the/.,' -»y>us em¬ 
bassy to China, ire came to our shop to buy 
Du liable; and, upon hearing me express au 
enthusiastic desire to visit China, he under¬ 
took to apply to his father to take me in the 
ambassador’s suite. His representation of 
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me as a young man of talents and literature, 
and tlie view of some botanical drawings, 
which I executed upon the spur of the oc¬ 
casion with tolerable neatness, procured me 
tlit* favour which 1 so ardently desired. 

My father objected to my taking this 
voyage. lie was vexed to see me quit the 
profession for which I had been educated ; 
and he could not, without a severe struggle, 
relinquish his hopes of seeing me a bishop. 
But I argued that, as I had not \et been or¬ 
dained, there could he no disgrace or impro¬ 
priety in my avoiding a mode of life which 
was not suited to my genius :-—This word ge¬ 
nius had now, as upon all other occasions, a 
mighty effect upon my father; and obsci v- 
ing this, I declared further, in a high tune 
of voice, that from the experience I had al¬ 
ready had, I was perfectly certain that the 
drudgery of sermon writing u mild paralyse 
mi) genius ; and that, to expand and invigo¬ 
rate my intellectual powers, it was abso¬ 
lutely necessary I should, to use a great au¬ 
thor's expression, “view in foreign coun¬ 
tries varied modes of existence."’ 

Mv father's hopes that one half of his 
prophecy would at least be accomplished, 
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:uh1 that.I should become a great author, 
revived; and he consented to my going to 
China, upon condition that I should promise 
to write a history of my voyage and p urney, 
in two volumes octavo, or one quarto, with 
a folio of plates. This promise was readily 
made; for, in the plenitude of confidence in 
myown powers,octavos andijuartos shrunk 
before me, and a folio appeared too small for 
tile various information, and the useful reflec¬ 
tions, which a voyage to China must supply. 

Full of expectations and projects, I talked 
from morning till night of my journey: but, 
nofu ithstanding my father's hourly remon- 
fiances, I deferred uiy preparations till the 
last week. Then all was hurry and confu¬ 
sion : tailors and sempstresses, portman¬ 
teaus and tiunks, portfolios and drawing- 
boxes, watcr-coiours, crayons, and note¬ 
books, wet from the stationer’s, crowded my 
room. I had a dozen small note-hooks, and 
a huge commonplace book, which was to be 
divided and kept in the manner recommend¬ 
ed by the judicious ami immortal Locke. 

In theinidst of the last day's bustle, I sat 
down at th** corner of a table with compass, 
ruler, and red ink, to divide and rule my best 
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of all possible commonplace books; but the 
red ink was too thin, and the paper was not 
well-sized, and it blotted continually; be¬ 
cause I was obliged to turn over the pages 
rapidly; and ink will not dry, nor blotting 
paper suck it up more quickly-for a genius 
than for any other man. Besides, my at¬ 
tention was much distracted by the fear that 
the sempstress would not send home my 
dozen of new shirts, and thata v\\?procrasti¬ 
nating boot-maker would never come with 
my boots. Every rap at the door I started 
up to inqoiie whether///<// was the shirts, or 
the boots : thrice I overturned the red, and 
twice the black ink bottles by these starts ; 
and the execrations which I bestowed upon 
those tradespeople, who will put off every¬ 
thing to the last moment, were innumera¬ 
ble.—I bad orders to set off in the mail- 
coach for Portsmouth, to join the rest of 
the ambassador’s-suite. 

The provoking watchman cried “ past 
eleven o’clock,” before 1 bad lialf-finished 
ruling my commonplace book; my shirts 
and my boots were not come: the mail- 
coach, as you may guess, set off w ithout 
me. My poor father was in a terrible tie- 
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in or, and walked from room to room, re¬ 
proaching me and himself: but I persisted 
in repeating that Lord M. would not set 
out the day he had intended : that nobody, 
since the creation of the world, ever set out 
upon a long journey the day he first ap¬ 
pointed—besides, there were at least a hun¬ 
dred chances in my favour, that his lordship 
would break down on his way to Ports¬ 
mouth; that the \vii,d would not be fair 
when he arrived there; that half the people 
in his suite would not he more punctual 
than myself, &c. 

By these arguments, or by mere dint of 
assertion, I quieted my father’s apprehen¬ 
sions and my own, arid we agreed, that, as 
it was now impossible to go to day, it. was¬ 
hes t to stay till to morrow. 

Upon my anival at l’oi tsmouth, the first 
thing I heard was that the Lion and Hindus¬ 
tan uad sailed, some hours before, with tire 
embassy for China. Despair deprived me of 
utterance. A charitable waiter at tire inn*, 
however, seeingmy consternation and abso¬ 
lute inability to think or act for myself, ran 
to make farther inquiries, ami brought me 
back the joyful tidings that the Jackal brig, 



POPULAR TALES. 


233 

which jvas to carryout the remainder ql' the 
ambassador's suite, was not yet under way ; 
that a gentleman, who was to go in the 
Jackal, had dined at a- hotel in the next 
street, and that he had gone to the water 
side but ten minutes ago. 

I hurried alter him: the boat was gone. 
I paid another exorbitantly to take me and 
my goods to the brig, and reached the Jackal 
just as she was weighing anchor. Bad edu¬ 
cation for me 1 The moment 1 felt myself 
safe on‘board, having recovered breath to 
speak, 1 exclaimed, “ Here am I, safe and 
sound ! just as veil as if I had been here 
yesterday; better indeed. Oh, after this, 
I shall always trust to my own good for¬ 
tune. I knew I should not be too late.' 

• When I came to reflect coolly, however, 
I was rather sorry that I had missed my 
passage in the Lion, with my friend and pio- 
tector, and with most of the learned and in¬ 
genious men of the ambassador's suite, to 
whom I had been introduced, and who had 
seemed favourably disposed toward me. All 
the advantage 1 might have derived from 
their conversation, during this long voj age, 
w as lost by my own negligence. The Jackal 



TO MORROW. 


Z33' 

lost company of the Lion and Ilindostan in 
the channel.—As my friends afterward told 
me, they waited for us five days in Praya 
hay; but as no Jackal appeared, they sailed 
again without her. At length, to our great 
joy, we descried on the beach of Sumatra a 
board nailed to a post, which our friends 
had set up there, with a written notice to 
inform us that the Lion and Ilindostan had 
touched on this shore on such a day, and to 
point out to us the course that we should 
keep in order to join them. 

At the sight of this writing my spirits re¬ 
vived : the wind favoured us; but, alas! in 
passing the straits of Banka, we were da¬ 
maged so that we w r ere obliged to return to 
port to relit, and to take in fresh provision. 
Not a soul on board but wished it had been 
their fate to have had a birth in the other 
ships; and I more loudly than any one else 
expressed this wish twenty times a day. 
When my companions heard that I was to 
have sailed iu the ambassador's ship, if I had 
been time enough at Spithcad, some pitied 
and some rallied me: but most said I de¬ 
served to be punished for my negligence. 
At length we joined the Lion and Ilindostan 
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at North island. Our friends had quite given 
up all hopes of ever seeing us again, and had 
actually bought at Batavia a French brig, to 
supply the place of the Jackal. To my great 
satisfaction, I was now* received on board 
the Lion, amlbad an opportunity of convers¬ 
ing with the men of literature and science, 
from whom I had been so uuluckily separat¬ 
ed during the former part of the voyage. 
Their conversation soon revived and increas¬ 
ed my regret, when they told me of all that I 
had missed seeing at the various places where 
they had touched: they talked to me with 
provoking fluency of the culture of Manioc; 
of the root of Cussada, of which Tapioca is 
made; of the shrub called the Cactus; on 
which theeoehineal insect swarms and feeds; 
and of the Ipecacuanha-plant; all which 
they had seen at Rio Janeiro, beside eight 
paintings representing the manner in which 
the diamond and gold mines iu the Brazils 
are worked. Indeed, upon cross-examina¬ 
tion, I found that these pictures were miser¬ 
ably executed, and scarcely worth seeing. 

I regretted more the line pine-apples 
which my companions assured me were in 
such abundance that they cleaned their 
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swords in them, as being the cheapest.acid 
that could be there procured. But, far be¬ 
yond these vulgar objects of curiosity, I re¬ 
gretted not having' learned any thing con¬ 
cerning the celebrated Upas-tree. I was 
persuaded that, if I had been at Batavia I 
should have extracted some information 
more precise than these gentlemen obtained 
from the keepers of the medical garden. 

I confess that my mortification at this 
disappointment did not arise solely from the 
pure love of natural history : the Upas-tree 
would havemade a conspicuousfiguie in my 
quarto volume. I cot.noted myself, how¬ 
ever, by the dctcinmnunm to onnt nothing 
that the vast empire of China could .diord 
to render my work entertaining, inst ructive, 
interesting, ami sublime. To a m«u of ge¬ 
nius, objects and occwncnces me mo.-., ,.t- 
miliar and tm iul present ne w aspet u, or 
lead to important conclusions: viuit then 
may be expected from liis pouois, when a 
. va»: empire is piescnted to his view, whose 
inhabitants in their modes of hie, customs, 
laws, anil morals, differ essentially from 
those of any other nations on the lace of the 
globe ! —What philosophical observations 
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and. rich discoveries in ethics, physics, and 
metaphysics—what lessons of policy and 
legislation may the world reasonably hope, 
in such circumstances, to receive from the 
pen of a great genius ! 

i delighted myself with the notion that 
the world should not be disappointed in 
their expectations : I anticipated the pride 
with which 1 should receive the compliments 
of my friends and the public, upon my valu¬ 
able and incomparable u'ork: I anticipated 
the pleasure with which my father would 
exult in tnc celebrity of his son, and in the 
accomplishment of his own prophecies; 
and, with these thoughts lull in my mind, 
we landed at Mettow* in China. 

I sat, up late at night, writing a sketch of 
jny preface, and notes for the heads of chap¬ 
ters. I was tired, fell into a profound sleep, 
dreamed I was teaching the emperor of 
Cbinato pronounce Chrononhotpnthologos, 
and in the morning was wakened by the 
sound of the gong; the signal that the ae-. 
commodation junks were ready to sail with 
the embassy to Pekin. I hurried on my 
clothes, and was in the junk before the gong- 
had done beating. 1 gloried in my ceWity; 
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but, before we had gone two leagues up.the 
country, 1 found leason to repent of my 
precipitation : I wanted to note down my 
first impressions on entering the Chinese 
territories ; but, alas ! 1 felt in vain in my 
pocket for my pencil and note-book ; I had 
left them both behind me on my bed. Not 
only one note-book, but my whole dozen; 
which, on leaving London. I had stuffed into 
a bag with my night-gown. Bag, night¬ 
gown, note-books, all w ere forgotten! 

However trifling it may appear, this loss 
of the little note hooks was of material con¬ 
sequence. To be sure it was easy to pro¬ 
cure paper and make others; hut, because 
it was so easy, it. was delayed from hour to 
hour, and from day to da\ ; and I went on 
uniting' my most important remarks on 
-craps of paper, which were always to be 
copied to morrow into a note-book that 
w as them to be made. 

Me arrived at Pekin and were magnifi¬ 
cently lodged in a palace in the city of Pe¬ 
kin ; hut here we were so strictly guarded 
that we could not stir beyond the courts of 
the palace. You w ill say that in this con¬ 
finement I had leisure suilicient to make a 
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note-bool;, and to copy my notes : so I had, 
and it was my firm intention so to have doin'; 
but I put it off' because 1 thought it would 
take uj> but a few hours’ time, and it could 
be done any day. Besides the weather \ras 
so excessively hot, that for the first week, 
I could do nothing but unbutton my waist¬ 
coat and drink sherbet. Visits of ceremony 
from mandarins took up much of our time : 
they spoke and moved like machines ; and 
it was with much difficulty that our inter¬ 
preter made us understand the meaning of 
their formal sentences, which wete seldom 
worth the trouble of deciphering. We saw 
them fan themselves, drink tea, cat sweet¬ 
meats and lice, and chew betel; hut it was 
scarcely woith while to come all the way 
from Europe to sec this, especially as any 
common Chinese paper or screen would 
give an adequate idea of these figures, hi 
their accustomed attitudes. 

Ispentanothcr week in railingat these abo¬ 
minably stupid, or unnecessarily cautious, 
creatures of ceremony, and made memoran¬ 
dums'for an eloquent chapter in my work. 

One morning, we were agreeably sur¬ 
prised by a visit from a mandarin of a very 
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different description. We were astonished 
liear a prison in the habit of a Chinese 
and hearing the title of a mandarin, address 
us in French : he informed us that he was 
originally a French jesuit, and came over 
to China with several missionaries from Pa¬ 
ris; but, as they were prohibited from pro¬ 
mulgating their doctrines in this country, 
most of them had returned to France ; a few 
remained, assumed the dress and manners of 
the country, and had been elevated to the 
rank of mandarins, as a reward for their learn¬ 
ing. The conversation of our Chinese je¬ 
suit was extremely entertaining and instruc¬ 
tive; he was delighted to hear news from Eu¬ 
rope, and we were eager to obtain from him 
information respecting China. I paid par¬ 
ticular attention to him, and I was so fortu¬ 
nate as to win his confidence, as far as the 
confidence of a jesuit can be won. lie came 
frequently to visit me, and did me the honour 
to spend some hours in my apartment. 

As he made it understood that these 
were literary visits, and as his character for 
propriety was well established with the go¬ 
vernment, he excited no suspicion, and we 
spent our time most delightfully between 
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books and conversation. lie gave me, by 
ifis anecdotes and descriptions, an insight 
into the characters and domestic lives of the 
inhabitants of Pekin, which I could not 
otherwise have obtained ; his talent for de- 
sciiption was admirable, and his characters 
were so new to me that 1 was in continual 
ecstacy. I called him the Chinese la Bru- 
yerc; and, anticipating the figure which his 
portraits would make in my future work, 
thought that I could never sufficiently ap¬ 
plaud his eloquence. He w asglad to lay aside 
the solemn gravity of a Chinese mandarin, 
and to indulge the vivacity of a French¬ 
man; his vanity v as gratified by my praises, 
and he exerted himself to the utmost to 
enhance my opinion of his talents. 

At length, we had notice that it was the 
emperor's pleasure to rocci\c the embassy 
it his imperial residence in Tartary, at Je- 
,iol; the seat of grateful coolness, the garden 
if innumerable trees. From the very name 
if this place I augured that it would prove 
favourable to the inspirations of genius, and 
letermined to date at least one of the diap¬ 
ers or letters of my future work from this 
lelightful lttreat, the Sans Souci of China. 
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Full of this intention, I set out upon our 
expedition into Tartary. 

My good friend, thejesuit, who had a pe¬ 
tition to present to the emperor relative to 
some Chinese manuscripts, determined, to 
my infinite satisfaction, to accompany us 
to Jehol; and our conducting mandarin, 
Van-Tadgc, arranged things so upon our 
journey that I enjoyed as much of my friend’s 
conversation as possible. Never European 
travelling in these countries had such ad¬ 
vantages asinine; I had a companion who 
u as able and willing to instruct me in every 
minute particular of the manners, and every 
general principle of the government and 
policy of the people. 1 was in no danger 
of falling into the ridiculous mistakes of 
travellers, who, having hut a partial view of 
tilings and persons, argue absurdly, and 
grossly misrepresent, while they intend to 
be accurate. Many people, as my French 
mandarin observed, reason like Voltaire’s 
famous traveller; w ho, happening to have a 
drunken landlord and a red-haired landlady,, 
at the first inn where lie stopped in Alsace, 
wrote down among his. Memorandums— 

VOL. ui. m > 



POPULAR TALES. 


‘242 

“All-the men of Alsace drunkards: all the 
women red-haired.” 

When we arrived at Jehol, the hurry of 
preparing for our presentation to the empe¬ 
ror, the want of a convenient writing table, 
and perhaps my habit of procrastination, 
prevented my writing the chapter for my 
future work, or noting down any of the re¬ 
marks which the jesuit had made upon our 
journey. One morning, when I collected 
my papers and the scraps of memorandums, 
with which the pockets of all my clothes 
were stuffed, I was quite terrified at the 
heap of confusion, and thrust all these ma¬ 
terials for my quarto into a canvas bag, pur¬ 
posing to lay them smooth in a portfolio 
the next day. But the next day I could do 
nothing of this sort, for we had the British 
presents to unpack, which had arrived from 
Pekin; the day after was taken up with our 
presentation to the emperor; and the day 
after that I had a new scheme in my head. 
The emperor, with much solemnity, pre¬ 
sented with his own hand to our ambassador 
a casket, which he said was the most valuable 
present lie could make to the King of Eug- 
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land; it contained the miniature pictures of 
the emperor’s ancestors, with a few In: s of 
poetry annexed to each, describing tire cha¬ 
racter, and recording the principal events of 
each monarch’s reign. It occurred to me 
that a set of similar portraits and poetical 
histories of the Kings of England would he a 
properand agreeable offering to the Emperor 
of China: I consulted my friend, the French 
mandarin, and he encouraged me by assur¬ 
ances t hat, as far as he could pretend to judge, 
it would be a present peculiarly suited to 
the emperor’s taste; anil that, in all proba¬ 
bility, I should be distinguished by sonic 
mark of his approbation, or some munificent 
reward. My friend promised to have the 
miniatures varnished for me in the Chinese 
taste ; and he undertook to present the work 
to the emperor when it. should be finished. 
As it was supposed that the embassy would 
spend the whole winter in Pekin, I thought 
that I should have time enough to complete 
the whole series of British sovereigns. It 
was not necessary to be very .scrupulous us 
to the resemblance of my portraits, as the 
Emperor ot China could not eaviiy detect 
any errours of this nature: fortunmcC, i Had 
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brought from London withmc striking like¬ 
nesses of all the Kings of England, with the 
principal events of their reign, in one large 
sheet of paper, which belonged to a joining- 
map of one of my little cousins. In the 
confusion of my packing up, I had put it 
into my trunk instead of a sheet almanack, 
which lay on the same table. In the course 
of my life, many lucky accidents have hap¬ 
pened to me,even in eonsequenccof my own 
carelessness, yet that carelessness has after¬ 
ward prevented my reaping any permanent 
advantage from my good fortune. 

Upon this occasion I was, however, de¬ 
termined that no laziness of mine should 
deprive me of an oppoituuity of making my 
fortune: I set to work immediately, and 
astonished my friend by the facility with 
which I made verses. It w as my custom to 
retire fi'pm the noisy apartments of our pa¬ 
lace to a sort of alcove, at the end of a long- 
gallery, in one of the outer courts, where our 
corps of artillery used to parade. After their 
parade was over, theplacc w'as perfectly quiet 
and solitary for the remainder of the day and 
night. I used to sit up late, w riting; and, 
one fine moon-light night, I went out of my 
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alone to walk in the gallery, while I com¬ 
posed some lines on our great Queen Eliza¬ 
beth. 1 could not finish the last couplet to 
my fancy: I sat down upon anartificial rock, 
which was in the middle of the court, leaned 
my head upon my hand, and, as I was search¬ 
ing for an appropriate rhyme to g/wy,-fell 
fast asleep. A noise like that of a most 
violent clap of thunder awakened me; I was 
thrown with my face flat upon the ground. 

When I recovered my senses, the court 
was filled with persons, some European, 
some Chinese, seemingly just risen from 
their beds, with lanterns and torches in 
their hands; all of them with faces of con¬ 
sternation, asking one another what had 
happened ? The ground was covered with 
- scattcrcdfragmentsof wooden pillars, mats, 
and bamboo cane-work ; I looked and saw 
that one end of the gallery in which I had 
been .walking, and the alcove, were in ruins. 
There was a strong smell of gunpowder. I 
now recollected that I had borrowed a pow¬ 
der-horn from one of the soldiers in the 
morning; and that I hail intended to loa l 
my pistols, but I delayed doing so. The 
horn, full of gunpowder, lay upon the table 
m d 
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in thaalcove all day ; and the pistols, out of 
which 1 had shaken the old priming. Win n 
I went out to walk in the gallery, I left tin 
candle burning; and I suppose a spaik fell 
upon the loose gunpowder, set lire to that 
in the horn, and blew up the alcove. It was 
built of light wood and cane, and commu¬ 
nicated only with a cane-work gallery ; 
otherwise the mischief would have been 
more serious. As it v as, the explosion had 
alarmed not only all the ambassador's suite, 
who lodged in Rm palace, hut many of the 
Chinese in the neighbourhood, who could 
not be made to comprehend how the acci¬ 
dent had happened. 

.Reproaches from all our own people were 
poured upon me without mercy ; and, in 
the midst of my contrition, I had not for 
some time h isure to lament the loss of all 
my Kings of England : no vestige of them 
remained ; and all the labour that I had be¬ 
stowed upon their portraits and their poet Seal 
histories was lost to the Emperor of China 
and to myself. AVhat was still worse, I 
could not even utter a syllabic of complaint, 
for nobody wouid sympathize with me, all 
my companions were so much provoked by 
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my negligence, and so apprehensive .of the 
bad consequences which might ensue from 
tins accident. The Chinese, who had been 
alarmed, and who departed evidently dis¬ 
satisfied, would certainly mention what had 
happened to the mandarins of the city ; and 
they would report it to the emperor. 

I resolved to apply for advice to my friend, 
the Jesuit; but he increased instead of di¬ 
minishing our apprehensions : lie said that 
the affair was much talked of and misre¬ 
presented in Pekin; and that the Chinese, 
naturally timid, and suspicious of strangers, 
could not believe that no injury was intended 
to them, and that the explosion was acci¬ 
dental. A child had been wounded by the 
fall of some of the ruins of the alcove, which 
were thrown with great violence into a 
neighbouring house: the butt end of one 
of my pistols was found in the street, and 
had been carried to the magistrate by the 
enraged populace, as evidence of our evil 
designs. My Jesuit observed to inc that 
there was no possibility of reasoning with 
the prejudices of any nation ; and lie con¬ 
fessed he expected tiiat this unlucky acci¬ 
dent would have the most serious conse- 
M 4 
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queucos. ile told me in confidence a circum¬ 
stance that tended much to confirm this 
opinion : a leu- days before, when the Em¬ 
peror went to examine the British presents 
of artillery, and when the brass mortars 
were tried, though ho admired the ingenuity 
of these instruments of destuietion, yet he 
said that he deprecated the spirit of the 
peoj'ie who employed them ; and could not 
reconcile their improvements in the arts of 
war with the mild precepts of the religion 
which they piofcssed. ' . 

My friend, the mandarin, promised he 
would do all in his power to make the ex¬ 
act truth "known to the Emperor; and to 
prevent the ceil impressions, which the 
prejudices of the populace, and perhaps the 
designing misrepresentations of the city 
mandarins, might tend to create. 1 must 
suppose that the good cilices of my Jesuit 
were ineffectual, and that he either received 
a positive order to inteifere no more in our 
affairs, or that he was afraid of being impli¬ 
cated in our disgrace if he continued his 
intimacy with me, for this was the last visit 
I ever received from him. 
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CHAPTER II. 

In a few days the embassy had orders to 
return to Pekin. The ambassador's palace 
was fitted up for his winter's residence; and, 
after our arrival, lie u as arraiuriinr his esta- 
blishment, when, by a frish mandate from 
the Emperor, we were required to prepare 
with all possible expedition for our departure 
from theChiuesedominions. On Monday we 
teceived an order to leave Pekin the ensuing 
"Wednesday; and all our remonstrances could 
procure only a delay of two days. Various 
causes were assigned for this peremptory 
order, and, among the lest, my unlucky ac¬ 
cident was mentioned. However improbable 
it might seem that such a triilc could 'nave 
had so great an effect, the idea was credited 
by many of my companions ; and I saw that 
I was looked upon with an evil eye. 

1 suffered extremely. I have often ob¬ 
served, that even remorse for my past neg¬ 
ligence has tended to increase the original 
defect of my cm tractor, llui ing our whole 
journey from Pekin to Canton, my sorrow 
for the late accident was an excuse to myself 
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for neglecting to make either notes or ob¬ 
servations. When we arrived at Canton, my 
time was taken up with certain commissions 
for my fiends at home; which I had delay¬ 
ed to execute while at Pekin, from the idea 
that wo should spend the whole winter there. 
The trunks were on hoard before all my 
commissions were ready, and I was obliged 
to pack up several toys and other articles 
in a basket. As to my papers, they still re¬ 
mained in the canvas bag into which I had 
staffed them at Jehol: but 1 was certain of 
having leisure, during our voyage home, to 
arrange them, and to post my notes into 
Locke's commonplace book. 

At the beginning of the voyage, however, 
I suffered much from sea-sickness: toward 
the middle of the time I grew better, aud 
indulged myself in the amusement of fishing 
while the weather was line. When the wea¬ 
ther was not inviting to idleness, innume¬ 
rable other petty causes of delay occurred : 
there was so much eating and drinking, so 
much singing and laughing, aud such fre¬ 
quent card-playing in the cabin, that, though 
1 produced my canvas bag above a hundred 
times, I never could accomplish sorting its 
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contents: indeed, I seldom proceeded far¬ 
ther than to untie the strings. 

One day I had the state cabin fairly to 
myself, and had really begun my work, when 
the steward came to let me know that my 
Chinese basket was just washed overboard. 
In this basket were all the presents and com¬ 
missions which I had bought at Canton for 
my friends at home. I ran to the cabin 
window, and had the mortification to see all 
my beautiful scarlet calibash boxes, the fau 
for my cousin Lucy, aud the variety of 
toys, which I bad bought for my little cou¬ 
sins, all floating on the sea far out of my 
reach. I had been warned before that the 
basket would be washed overboard, and had 
intended to put it into a safe place; but’, 
unluckily, I delayed to do so. 

1 was so much vexed by this accident, 
that I could not go on with my writing; if it 
had not been for this intenuption, I do be¬ 
lieve I should that day have accomplished 
my long postponed task. I will not, indeed 
I cannot, record ail the minute causes which 
afterwards prevented my executing my in-, 
tentions. The papcis were still in the same 
disorder, .stuffed into the canvas bag, when 
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I arrived in- England. I premised myself 
that I would sort them the very day after I 
got home: but \ huts of congratulation from 
mv friends, upon my return, induced me to 
delay doing any thing for the first week. 
The succeeding week, I had a multiplicity 
of engagements ; all my acquaintance, curi¬ 
ous to hear a man converse who was fresh 
from China, invited me to dinner and tea 
parties; and I could not possibly refuse these 
kind invitations, and shut myself up in my 
room, like a hackney author, to write. ISIy 
father often urged me to begin my quarto; for 
he knew that other gentlemen, who went 
out with the embassy, designed to write the 
history of the voyage; and lie, being a book¬ 
seller, and used to the ways of authors, fore¬ 
saw what would imp pen. A fortnight after 
we came home, the following advertisement, 
appeared in the papers: ‘ Now in the Press, 

‘ and speedily will be published, a Narrative 

* of the British Embassy to China, contain- 
‘ mg the various Ciicumstances of the Em- 
‘ bussy ; with Accounts of the Customs and 

* Manners o: the Chinese ; and a Descrip- 
‘ tiou of the Country, 1 owns, Cities, &e.’ 

I never saw my poor father turn so pale 
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or look so angry as when lie saw this adver¬ 
tisement: lie handed it across the breakfast- 
table to me. 

‘ There, Basil,’ cried he, ‘ I told you what 
would happen, and you would not believe 
me. But this is the way yon have served 
me all your life, and this is the way you will, 
go on to the day of your death, putting 
tilings off till to morrow ! This is the rvay 
you have lost every opportunity of distin¬ 
guishing yourself; every chance, and you 
have had many, of advancing yourself in the 
■vforld ! What siguilics all 1 have done for 
you, or all you can do for yourself? Your 
genius andeducutionareof no manner of use! 
Why, there is that heavy dog, as you used 
to call him at Eton, Johnson: look how he 
is getting on iu the world, by mere dint of 
application and sticking steadily to his pro¬ 
fession. He will beat you at every tiling 
as lie beat you at Eton iu writing verses.’ 

‘Only in copying them, Sir. My verses, 
every body said, w ere far better tiiau his ; 
only, unluckily, 1 had not mine finished 
and copied out iu time.' 

‘ Weil, bir, and tout is the very tiling I 
complain of. I suppose you will tell me that 
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your voyage to China will be far better than 
this v hick is advertised this morning.’ 

‘ To be sure it will, father; for I have had 
opportunities, and collected materials, which 
this man, whoever he. is, cannot possibly have 
obtained. To say nothing of my own abili¬ 
ties, 1 have had such assistance, such infor¬ 
mation from my friend the missionary-’ 

‘ But what signifies your missionary, your 
information, your abilities, and j our mate¬ 
rials?’ cried my father, raising his voice: 
‘ Your book is not out, your book will never 
be finished : or it will be done too late, and 
nobody will read it; and then you may 
throw it into the fire, licie you have an 
opportunity of establishing your fame, and 
making yourself a great author at once; and, 
if you throw it a\\aj r , Basil, 1 give you fair 
notice I never will pardon you.’ 

1 promised my father that I would set 
about my work tomorrow; and pacified him 
by repeating that this hasty publication, 
which had just been advertised, must be a 
catch-penny, and that it would serve only 
to stimulate instead of satisfy ing the public 
euriositj'. My quarto, I said, would appear 
afterwards with a much better grace, and 
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\\ oukl be sought for by every person of 
science, taste, and literature. 

Soothed by these assurances, my father 
recovered his good-humour, and trusted to 
iny promise that I would commence m 3 ' great 
work the ensuing day. I was fully in earnest. 
I went to my canvas bag to prepare my ma¬ 
te) ials. Alas, I found them in a terrible 
condition! The sea water, somehow or other, 
had got to them duringthe vo)’age; and many 
of my most precious documents were abso¬ 
lutely illegible. The notes, written in pen¬ 
cil, were almost effaced, and, when I had 
smoothed the crumpled scraps, I could make 
nothing of them. It was with the utmost 
dillieulty I could read even those that were 
written in ink; they were so villanously 
scrawled and so terribly blotted. When I 
had made out. the words, 1 was often at a 
loss for the sense, because I had trusted so 
much to the excellence of my memory, that 
my notes were never either sufficiently full 
or accurate. Ideas which I had thought 
could never be effaced from my miud were 
now totally forgotten, and I could not com¬ 
prehend my own mysterious elliptical hints 
and memorandums. I remember spending 
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two hours in trying to make out what the 
following words could mean : Hoy—alia — 
hoy a ; — hoya, hoy a, — hay — waudi-hoya. 

Atlast, I recollected that they were merely 
the sounds of the words used by the Chinese 
sailors, in tow ing tliejunks, and I was much 
provoked at having was ted mv time in trying 
to remember what was not worth recording. 
Another day I was puzzled by the following 
memorandum : ‘ W: C : 30 f. h.—24 b—120 
m—1—mandarin—C. tradition—2000—200 
before J. C.—’ which, after three quarters of 
an hour's study, I discovered to mean that 
then allofChinais dO feet high, 24 feet broad, 
ami 120 miles long; and that a mandarin 
told me, that, according to Chinese tradition, 
this wail had been built above 2000years, that 
is, 200 before the birrh of oui Saviour. 

On another sc rap of paper, at the very 
bottom of the bag, I found the wuids, 

‘ Whcazou-Chan c hin—Cuaboocow- 

Caungchumfoa— -Cahaehottucng- -Quan- 

shanglin-Callaeiiotre shan.su,’ &c\ ; all 

which I found to lx; a list of towns and 
villages through which we had passed, or 
palaces that we had seen ; but how to dis¬ 
tinguish these asunder I knew not, for all 
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i collection of them was obliterated from 
my mind, and no farther notes respecting 
them were to be found. 

After-many days’ tiresome attempts, I was 
obliged to give up all hopes of deciphering 
the most important of my notes, those which 
I had made from the information of the 
Trench missionary. Most of what I had 
trusted so securely to my memory was de¬ 
fective iu some slight circumstances, which 
rendered the whole useless. My materials 
for my quarto shrunk into a very small com¬ 
pass. I flattered myself, however, that the 
elegance of my composition, and the moral 
and political reflections with which I intend¬ 
ed to intersperse the work, would compen¬ 
sate for the paucity of facts in my narrative. 
That I might devote my whole attention to 
thebusinessof writing, I determined to leave 
London, where I met with so many tempta¬ 
tions to idleness, and set off to pay a visit to 
my uncle Lowe, who lived in the country, 
in a retired part of Kngland. I Ie was a far¬ 
mer, a plaiu, sensible, affectionate man; and 
as he had often invited me to come and sec 
him, I made no doubt that I should be an 
agreeable guest. I had intended to have 
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written a few lines the week before I set out, 
to say that I was coming; but I put it off till 
at last I thought that it would be useless, be¬ 
cause I should get there as soon as niv letter. 

I had soon reason to regret that I had 
been so negligent: for my appearance at my 
uncle’s, instead of creating that general joy 
which I had expected, thiew the whole 
house into confusion, ft happened that 
there was company in the house, and all the 
beds were occupied : while I was taking off 
my boots I had the mortification to hear my 
aunt Lowe say, in a voice of mingled distress 
and reproach, ‘ Come! is he ?—My good¬ 
ness ! What shall we do for a bed ?—How 
could he think of coming without writing 
a line before-hand. My goodness ! I wish 
he was a hundred miles off, I’m sure.’- 
My uncle shook hands with me, and 
welcomed me to old England again, and to 
his house; which, he said, should always be 
open to all his relations. I saw that he was 
not pleased; and, as he was a man who, ac¬ 
cording to the English phrase, scorned to 
keep a thing long upon his mind, he let me 
know, before he had finished his first glass 
of ale to mv good health, that lie was 
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inclinable to take it very unkind indeed .that, 
after all he had said about my writing a 
letter now and then, just to say how I did, 
and how I was going on, J had never put 
pen to paper to answer one of his letters 
since the day I first promised to write, 
which was the day I went to Eton school, 
till this present time of speaking. I had 
no good apology to make for myself, but I 
attempted all manner of excuses; that I 
had put off writing from day to day, and 
from year to year, till I was ashamed to 
write at all; that it was not from want of 
affection ; &c. 

Mv uncle took up his pipe and puffed 
away, while I spoke; and, when 1 had said 
all that I could devise, I sat silent; for I saw, 
by the looks of all present, that I had not 
mended the matter. My aunt pursed up iter 
mouth, and ‘ wondered, if she must tell the 
plain truth, that so great a scholar as Mr. 
llasil could not, when it must give him so 
little trouble to indite a letter, write a few 
lines to an uncle, who had begged it so often, 
and who had ever been a good friend.’ 

‘ Say nothing of that,’ said my uncle:— 
‘ 1 scorn to have that put into account. I 
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loved the,boy, and all I could do was done 
of course; that’s nothing to the purpose; 
but the longest day I have to live 1 'll never 
trouble him with begging a letter from him 
no more. For now I see he does not care 
a fig for me; and of course I do not care a 
fig for he. Lucy, hold up your head, 
girl; and do’nt look as if you were going 
to be hanged.’ 

My cousin Lucy was the only person 
present who seemed to have any compassion 
forme; and, as I lifted up.my eyes to look 
at her when her father spoke, she appeared 
to me quite beautiful. I liad always thought 
her a pretty girl, but she never struck me as 
any thing very extraordinary till this mo¬ 
ment. I was \ cry sorry that I had olfended 
my uncle: I saw he was seriously displeased,, 
and that his pride, of which he had a large 
portion, had conquered his affection forme. 

‘ ’Tis easier to lose a friend than gain one, 
young man,’ said he, ‘ and take my word for 
it, as this world goes, ’tis a foolish thing to 
lose a friend for want of writing a letter or 
so. Here "s seven years I have been begging 
a letter now and then, and could not get 
one. Never wrote a line to me before 
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you went to China; should not have known 
a word about it hut for my wife, who met 
you by mere chance in London, and gave 
you some little commissionsforthcchildren, 
which it seems you forgot till it was too 
late. Then after you came back, never 
wrote to me.’ 

‘ And even not to write a line to give one 
notice of his coming here to night,’ added 
my aunt. 

‘Oh, as to that,’ replied my uncle, ‘ he can 
never lind our larder at a nonplus: we have 
no dishes for him dressed Chinese fashion; 
but as to roast beef of old England, which, 
I take it, is worth all the foreign meats, he 
is welcome to it, and to as much of it as he 
pleases. I shall always be glad to see him 
as an acquaintance, and so forth, as a good 
Christian ought, but not as the favourite he 
used to be—that is out of the question; for 
things cannot be both done and undone, and 
time that’s past cannot come back again, 

• that is clear; and cold water thrown on a 
warm heart puts it out; and there's an end of 
the matter.—Lucy, bring me my night-cap.’ 

Lucy, I tlunk, sighed once; and I am sure 
I sighed above a dozen times; but my uncle 
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put onliis red night-cap, and heeded us not. 
I was in hopes that the next morning lie 
would have been better disposed toward me 
after having slept off his anger. The mo¬ 
ment that I appeared in the morning, the 
children, who had been in bed when I arrived 
theprecedingnight, crowded round me; and 
one cried, 

‘ Cousin Basil, have you brought me the 
tumbler you promised me from China ?’ 

‘ Cousin Basil, where’s my boat?’ 

‘ Oh, Basil, did you bring me the cali- 
bash box that you promised me r ’ 

‘ And pray,’ cried my aunt, ‘did } r ou bring 
my Lucy the fan that she commissioned you 
to get?’ 

■ No, I’ll warrant,’said my uncle. ‘Ilethat 
cannot bring himself to write a letter in the 
course of seven years, to his friends, will not 
be apt to trouble his head about their foolish 
commissions, when he is in foreign parts.’ 

Though I was abashed and vexed, I sum¬ 
moned sufficient courage to reply that I had 
not neglected to execute the commissions of 
any of my friends ; but that, by an unlucky 
accident, thebasketintowhichl had packed 
all their things was washed overboard. 



TO MORROW'. 


263 


f Hum! ’ said my uncle. 

‘ And pray,’ said my aunt, ‘ why were 
they all packed in a basket? Why were 
not they put into your trunks, where they 
might have been safe?’ 

I was obliged to confess that I had de¬ 
layed to purchase them till after we left 
Pekin; and that the trunks were put on 
board before they were all procured at 
Canton. My vile habit of procrastination ! 
How did I suffer for it at this moment! 
Lucy began to make excuses for me, which 
made me blame myself the more: she said 
that, as to her fan, it would have been of 
little or no use to her; that she was sure she 
should have broken it before it had been a 
week in her possession; and that, therefore, 
she was glad that she had it not. The 
children were clamorous in their grief for 
the loss of the boat, the tumbler, and the 
calibash boxes; but Lucy contrived to quiet 
them in time, and to make my peace with 
.all the younger part of the family. To 
reinstate me in my uncle’s good graces was 
impossible; he would only repeat to her 
—* The young man has lost mv good opi- 
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nion; lie will never do any good. From a 
child upward he has always put oft’ <,loing 
•every thing he ought to do. lie will never 
do any good; he will never be any thing. 

My aunt was not my friend, because she 
suspected that Lucy liked me; and she 
thought her daughter might do much bet¬ 
ter than marry a man who had quitted the 
profession to which he was bred, and was, as 
it seemed, little likely to settle to any other. 
My pretensions to genius and my literary 
qualifications were of no advantage to me, 
either with my uncle or my aunt.; the one 
being only a good farmer, and the other only 
a good house-wife.—They contented them¬ 
selves with asking me, coolly, what I had 
ever made by being an author? And, when 
I was forced to answer, nothing, they smiled 
upon me in scorn. My pride was roused, 
and I boasted that 1 expected to receive at 
least 6001. for my voyage to China, which I 
hoped to complete in a few weeks. My aunt 
looked at me with astonishment; and, to 
prove to her that I was not passing the 
bounds of truth, I added, that one of my 
travelling companions had, as 1 was credi- 
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bly informed, received a thousand pounds 
for his uarrativc, to which mine would cer¬ 
tainly be far superior.’ 

‘ When it is done, and when you have the 
money in your hand to show us, I shall be¬ 
lieve you,’ said my aunt; ‘and then, and 
not till then, you may begin to think of my 
Lucy.’ 

‘ lie shall never have her,’ said my uncle;' 
‘ he will never come to good. lie shall 
never have her.’ 

The time which I ought to have spent in 
composing my quarto 1 now wasted in fruit¬ 
less endeavours to recover the good graces 
of my uncle. Love, assisted as usuaTby the 
spirit of opposition, took possession of my 
heart; and how can. a man in love write 
quartos? I became more indolent than ever, 
for I persuaded myself that no exertions 
could overcome my uncle's prejudice against 
me; and, without his approbation, I de¬ 
spaired of ever obtaining Lucy’s hand. 

During my stay'at my uncle’s, I received 
several letters frommy father, inquiring-how 
my work went on, and urging meto proceed 
as rapidly as possible, lest another Voyage to 
China, which it was reported was now con*- 
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posing by a gentleman of high reputation, 
should come out and preclude minefor ever. 
I cannot account for my folly; the power 
of habit is imperceptible to those w,ho sub¬ 
mit passively to its tyranny. From day to 
day I continued procrastinatingand sighing, 
till at last the fatal news came that Sir 
George Staunton's History of the Embassy 
to China, in two volumes quarto, was actu¬ 
ally published. 

There was an end of all my hopes. I left 
my uncle’s house in despair; I dreaded to 
see my father. He overwhelmed me with 
well-merited reproaches. All his expecta¬ 
tions of my success in life were disappoint¬ 
ed ; he was now com inced that I should 
never make my talents useful to my.self or 
to my family. A settled melancholy ap¬ 
peared ill liis countenance ; lie soon ceased 
to urge me to any exertion, and I idled 
away my time, deploring that I could not 
marry my Lucy, and resolving upon a 
thousand schemes for advancing myselt* 
hut always delaying their execution till 
to morrow. 
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CHAPTER IV. 


Two years passed away in this manner; 
about the end of which time my poor father 
died. I cannot describe the mixed sensations 
of grief and self-reproach which I felt at his 
death. I knew that I had never fulfilled his 
sanguine prophecies, and that disappoint¬ 
ment had long preyed upon his spirits. This 
was a severe shock to me: I was roused 
from a state of stupefaction by the necessity 
of acting as my father’s executor. 

Among his bequests was one which touch¬ 
ed me particularly, because 1 was sensible 
that it was made ’from kindness to me. ‘‘ i 
give and bequeath the full-length picture 
of my son Basil, taken when a boy (a verv 
promising boy) at Eton school, to my brother, 
Lowe. I should say to my sweet niece, Lucy 
Low e, hut am afraid of giving oHence.” 

I sent the picture to my uncle Lowe, with 
a copy of the words of the w ill, and a letter 
written in the bitterness of grief. My uncle, 
who was of an affectionate though positive 
temper, returned me the following answer: 
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“DF.\I5 NEPHEW BASIL: 

“ Taking it for granted you fee! as lmicli as I do, ii 
being natural you should, and even more, I shall not 
refuse to let tny Lucy have the picture bequeathed to 
me by my good brother, who could not offend me 
dying, never having done so living. As to you, Basil, 
this is no time for reproaches, which would be cruel; 
but, without meaning to look back to the past, I must 
add that 1 mean nothing by giving the picture to Lucy 
but respect for my poor brother’s memory. My 
opinions remaining as heretofore, I think it a duty to 
my girl to be steady in my determination ; convinced 
that no man (not meaning you in particular) of what I 
call a putting off temper, could make her happy, she 
being too mild to scold and bustle, and do the man’s 
business in a family. This is the whole of my mind 
without malice;,for how could 1, if I were malicious, 
which I am not, bear malice, and at such a time as this, 
against my own nephew ; and as to anger, that is soon 
over with me; and though I said I never would for¬ 
give you, Basil, for not writing to me for seven years, 
I do now forgive you with all my heart. So let that 
be off your conscience. And now I hope we shall be 
very good friends all the rest of our lives; that is to say, 
putting Lucy out of the question ; for, in my opinion. 
It is a disagieeablc thing to have any bickerings be¬ 
tween near relations. So, my dear nephew, wishing 
you all health and happiness, 1 hope you will now settle 
to business. My w ife tells me she hears you are left in 
a good way by my poor brother’s care and industry ; 
ami she sends her love to you, in which all the family 
unites ; and, hoping you will write from time to time, 
J remain, 

My dear nephew, Basil, 

Your affectionate uncle, 

Thomas Lowe." 


My aunt Lowe added a postscript, inquir¬ 
ing more particularly into the state of my 
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affairs. I answered, by return of post, that 
my good father had left me much 'richer 
than I either expected or deserved : his 
c redit in the bookseller’s line was extensive 
and well established; his shop was w ell fur¬ 
nished, and ho had a considerable sum of mo¬ 
ney in bank; beside many good debts due 
from authors, to whom he had advanced cash. 

My aunt Lowe was governed by her in¬ 
terest as decidedly as my uncle was swayed 
by his humourand affection; and, of course, 
became more favourable toward me, when 
she found that my fortune was better tlian 
she had expected. She wrote to exhort me 
to attend to my business, and to prove to 
my uncle that I could cure myself of my 
negligent habits. She promised to befriend* 
me, and to do every tiling to obtain my 
uncle’s consent to iny union with Lucy, upon 
condition that I would for six months 
steadily persevere, or, as she expressed her¬ 
self, show that I could come to good. 

The motive was powerful, sufficiently 
powerful to conquer the force of inveterate 
habit. I applied resolutely to business, and 
supported cue credit which my father's punc- 
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tuality had obtained from his customers. 
Duriugthecour.se of six entire months, I am 
not conscious ofhaving neglected or delayed 
to do any thing of consequence that I ought 
to have done, except whetting my razor. 
My aunt Lowe faithfully kept her word with 
me, and took every opportunity of repre¬ 
senting, in the most favourable manner to 
my uncle, the reformation that-love had 
wrought in my character. 

I went to tlie country, full of hope, at the 
cud of my six probationary months. My 
uncle, however, with a mixtureof obstinacy 
and good-sense, replied to my aunt in my 
presence: ‘ This reformation that you talk 
of, wife, won’t last. ’T was begun by love, 
as you say; and will end with love, as / say. 
You and I know, my dear, love lasts little 
longer than the honey-moon; and Lucy is 
not, or ought not to be, such a simpleton as 
to look only to what a husband will be for 
one short month of his life, when she is to 
live with him for twenty, thirty, may be 
forty long years; and no help for it, let him 
turn out what he will. I beg your pardon, 
nephew Basil; but, where my Lucy's happi- 
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uess is at stake, I must speak my mind as a 
father should. My opinion, Lucy, is, that 
he is not a whit changed; and so I now let 
you understand, if you marry the man, it 
must be without my consent.’ 

Lucy turned exceedingly pale, and I grew 
extremely angry. My uncle had, as usual, 
recourse to his pipe; andto all the eloquence 
which love and indignation could inspile, 
he would only answer, between the whiffs 
of his smoking, ‘ if my girl marries you, 
nephew Basil, I say site must do so with¬ 
out my consent.’ 

Lncy’s affection formestruggledfor some 
time with her sense of duty, to her father; 
her mother supported my cause with much 
warmth; havingonce declared in roy favour, 
she considered herself as bound to maintain 
her side of the question. It became a trial of 
power between my uncle and aunt; and their 
passions rose so high in the conflict that 
Lucy trembled for the consequences. 

One day she tookau opportunity of speak¬ 
ing to me in private. ‘ My dear Basil,’ said 
she, ‘ we must part. You see that I can 
never be yours with my father's consent; 
and without it I could never be happy, evea 

X A. 
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in being united to you. • 1 will not be the 
cause of misery to all those whom I love 
best in the world. I will not set my father 
and mother at variance. I cannot bear to 
bear the altercations, which rise higher and 
higher between them every day. Let us 
part, and all will be right again.’ 

It was in vain that I combated her resolu¬ 
tion ; I alternately resented and deplored the 
weakness which induced Lucy to sacrifice 
her own happiness and mine to the obstinate 
prejudices of a father; yet I could not 
avoid respecting her the more for her adher¬ 
ing to Avhat she believed to be her duty. 
The sweetness of temper, gentleness of dis¬ 
position, and fdial piety, which she showed 
on this trying occasion, endeared her to 
me beyond expression. 

Her father, notwithstanding his determi¬ 
nation to be as immoveable as a rock, be¬ 
gan to manifest symptoms of internal agi¬ 
tation; and (me night, after breaking bis 
pipe, and throw ing down the tongs and po¬ 
ker twice, which Lucy twice replaced, lie 
exclaimed, ‘ Lucy, girl, you arc a fool! and, 
what is worse, you are grown into’a mere 
shadow. You are breaking my heart. Why 



TO MORROW. 


273 


I know this man, this Basil, this cursed ne¬ 
phew of mine, will never come to good. But 
cannot you marry him without my consent?' 

Upon this hint Lucy’s scruples vanished; 
and, a few days afterward, we. were married. 
Prudence, virtue, pride, love, every strong 
motive which can act upon the human mind, 
stimulated me to exert myself to prove that 
I was worthy of this most amiable woman. 
A year passed away, and my Lucy said that 
she had no reason to repent of her choice. 
She took the most affectionate pains to con¬ 
vince her father that she was perfectly happy, 
and that he had judged of me too harshly. 
His delight, at seeing his daughter happy, 
vanquished his reluctance to acknowledge 
that he had changed his opinion. I never 
shall forget the pleasure I felt at hearing him 
confess that he had been too positive, and 
that his Lucy had made a good match for 
herself. 

Alas ! when I had obtained this testimony 
in my favour, when Iliad established a cha¬ 
racter for exertion and punctuality, I began 
to rclax’in my efforts to deserve it: I indulg¬ 
ed myselfin my old habits of procrastination. 
My customers and country correspondents 
w A 
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beg^nto complain that their letters were un¬ 
answered, and that their orders were neg¬ 
lected. Their remonstrances became more 
and more urgent in process of time; and no¬ 
thing but actually seeing the dates of their 
letters could convince me that they were in 
the right, and I was in t'lie wrong. An old 
friend of my father’s, a rich gentleman, who 
loved books and bought all that were worth 
buying, sent me, in March, an order for 
books to a considerable amount. In April 
he wrote to remind me of his first letter. 

April 3. 

" My dear Sir, 

" Last month I wrote to request that you would send 
me the following books I have been much disap¬ 
pointed by not receiving them ; and I request you will 
be so good as to forward them immediately. 

I am, my dear Sir, 

Yours sincerely, 

J. C.” 

In May he wrote to me again. 

“ Dear Sir, 

•* I am much surprised at not having yet received 
the books I wrote for last March—beg to know the 
cause of this delay; and am. 

Dear Sir, 

Yours, Are. 


J. C.' 
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A fortnight afterward, as I was packing 
up the books for this gentleman, I received 
tiie following: 

“ Sih, 

“ As it is now above a quarter of a year since I Wrote 
to you for books, which you have not yet sent to me, 1 
have been obliged to apply to another booksejler. 

“ I am much concerned at being compelled to this : 
1 had a grejit regard for your father, and would no) 
willingly break off my connection with his son; bill 
really you have tried.my patience too far. Last yea) 
I never had from you any one new publication, unti 
it was in the hands of all my neighbours ; and I bav< 
often been under the necessity of borrowing books 
which I had bespoken from you months before. I hop* 
you will take this as a warning, and that you will no 
use any of your other friends as you have used, 

Sir, 

• Your humble {Servant, 

J. C. 

Th'is reprimand had little effect upon me 
because, at the time when I received it, ; 
was intent upon an object, in comparisoi 
with which the trade of a bookscll r appeal¬ 
ed absolutely below my consideration. I wai 
inventingaset of new taxes for the minister 
for which I expected to be liberally reward 
ed. Like many men of genius, I was alway 
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disposed to think that my fortune was to be 
made by some extraordinary exertion of 
talent, instead of the vulgar means of daily 
industry. I was ever searching for some 
.short cut to the temple of Fame, instead of 
following the beaten road. 

I was much encouraged by persons inti¬ 
mately connected with those high in power, 
to hope that my new taxes would Jbe adopt¬ 
ed.: and I spent my time in attcndanceupon 
my patrons, leaving the care of my business 
to my foreman : a young man whose head 
the whole week was intent upon riding out 
on Sunday. With such a master and such 
a foreman affairs could not go on well. 

My Lucy, notwithstanding her great re* 
«pc c ( for my abilities, andher confidence in 
my promises, often hinted that she feared 
ministers might not at last make me amends 
for the time I devoted to my system of tax¬ 
ation; but I persisted. The file of unanswer¬ 
ed letters was filled even to the top of the 
wire; the drawer of unsettled accounts made 
me sigh profoundly, whenever it was acci¬ 
dentally opened. 1 soon acquired a horror of 
business, and practised all the arts of apolo¬ 
gy, evasion, and invisibility, to which pro- 
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crastihators must sooneror laterbe reduced. 
My conscience gradually became callous; 
and I could, without compunction, pro¬ 
mise, with a face of truth, to settle an ac¬ 
count to morrow, without having the slight¬ 
est hope of keeping my word. 

I was a publisher, as well as a bookseller, 
and was assailed by a tribe of rich and poor 
authors. The rich complained continually 
of delays that affected their fame; the poor 
of delays that concerned their interest, and 
sometimes their very existence. I was 
cursed with a compassionate as well as with 
a procrastinating temper; and I frequently 
advanced money to my poor authors, to 
compensate for my neglect to settle their 
accounts, and to free myself from the tor 7 
ment of their reproaches. 

They soon learned to take a double advan¬ 
tage of my virtues and my vices. The list 
of my poor authors increased, for I was an 
cncroi;rager of genius. I trusted to my own 
judgment concerning every performance 
that was ode red to me; and I was often 
obliged to pay for having neglected to read, 
or to send to press, these multifarious manu¬ 
scripts. After having kept a poor devil of an 
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author upon the tenter-hooks of expectation 
for ah unconscionable time, I could not say 
to him, ,l 8ir, l have never opened your ma- 
©usciipt; tliere it is, in that heap of rubbish; 
take it away for Heaven’s sake.”.No, hard¬ 
ened as 1 v as, 1 never failed to make some 
compliment, or some retribution : and my 
complimeuts were often in the end the most 
expensive species of retribution.. . 

My rich authors soon deserted me, and 
hurt my credit in the circles of literary fa¬ 
shion by their clamours. I had ample ex¬ 
perience, yet I have never been able to 
decide whether I would rather meet the 
“ desperate misery” of a famishing pam¬ 
phleteer, or the exasperated vanity of a rich 
amateur. Every one of my authors seemed 
convinced that the fate of Euro pc or the sal¬ 
vation of the world depended upon the pub¬ 
lication of their book on same particular day; 
while I all the time was equally persuaded 
that their works were mere trash, in com¬ 
parison with my new system, of taxation ; 
consequently, I postponed their business, 
and pursued my favourite tax scheme. 

1 have the pride and pleasure to say that 
. all my taxes were approved and adopted, 
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aiwl brought in an immense increase of re¬ 
venue to the state : but I have the mortifi¬ 
cation to be obliged to add that I never, 
directly or indirectly, received the slightest 
•pecuniary reward , r and the credit of all I 
had proposed was snatched from me by a 
rogue, who had no other merit than that of 
being shaved sooner than I was one frosty 
morning. If I had not put off whetting my 
* razor the preceding day, this would not have 
happened. To such a trifling instance of 
mv unfortunate habit of procrastination 
must I attribute one of the most severe dis¬ 
appointments of my life. A rival financier, 
who laid claim to the prior invention and 
suggestion of my principal taxes, was ap¬ 
pointed to meet me at the house of my great 
man at ten o’clock in the morning. JVIy op¬ 
ponent was punctual, I was half an hour too 
late : his claims were established; mine were 
rejected, because I was not present to pro¬ 
duce my proofs. When I arrived at my 
patron’s door, the insolent porter shut the 
door in my face; and so ended all hopes 
from my grand system of taxation. 

I wen* home and shut myself up in my 
room, to give vent to my giief at leisure; 
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but I was not permitted.to indulge my sor¬ 
row long in peace: I was summoned by my 
foreman to come down stairs to one of my 
enraged authors, who positively refused to 
quit the shop without seeing me. Of the 
whole irritable race, the man who was now 
waiting to see me was the most violent, lie 
was aman of some, genius and learning, with 
great pretensions, and a vindictive spirit. 
He was poor, yet lived among the rich; and 
his arrogance could be equalled only by his 
susceptibility. He was known in our house 
by the name of Thaumaturgos, the retailer of 
wonders, because he had sent me a manu¬ 
script with this title; and once or twice a 
week we received a letter or message from 
him, to inquire when it would be published. 
I had unfortunately mislaid this precious 
manuscript. Under this circumstance, to 
meet the author was almost as dreadful as to 
stand the shot of a pistol. Down stairs I 
went, unprovided with any apolog\. 

* Sir,’ cried my angry man, suppressing 
his passion, ‘ as you do not find it. worth 
your while . to publish Thaumaturges, you 
will be so obliging as to let me have my 
manuscript.’ 
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Pardon me, my dear Sir,’ interrupted I, 
it shall certainly appear this spring.’ 

* Spring! Zounds, Sir, don’t talk to me of 
spring. Why you told me it should be out 
at Christmas; you said it should be outlast 
June; you promised to send it to press before 
last Easter. . Is this the waj 7 1 am to be 
treated ? ’ 

‘ Pardon me, my dear Sir. I confess 1 
have used you and the world very ill; but the 
pressure of business must plead my apology.’ 

* Look you, Mr. Basil Lowe, I am not 
comehere to listen to commonplace excuses: 
1 have been ill used, and know it; and the 
world shall know it. I am not ignorant of 
the designs of my enemies; but no cabal 
shall, succeed against me. Thauniaturgos 
shall not be suppressed! Thauniaturgos shall 
see the light! Thauniaturgos shall have 
justice, in spite of all the machinations of 
malice. Sir, I demand my manuscript.’ 

‘ Sir, it shall be sent to you to morrow.’ 

‘ To morrow, Sir, will not do for me. I 
have heard of to morrow from you this 
twelvemonth past. I will have my manu¬ 
script to day. I do not leave this spot 
without Thauniaturgos.’ 
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Thus driven to extremities, I was com¬ 
pelled to confess that I could not immedi¬ 
ately lay my hand upon it; but I added-that 
the whole house should be searched for it 
instantly. It is impossible to describe the 
indignation which my author expressed. I 
ran away to search the house. He followed 
me, aucl stood by while I rummaged in 
drawers and boxes full of papers,'and tossed 
over heaps of manuscripts. No Thaumatur- 
gos could be found. The author declared 
that he had no copy ofthe manuscript; that 
hehad been offered 5001 for it by another. 
bookseller; and that, for his own part, he 
would not lose it for twice that sum. Lost, 
however, it evidently was. He stalked out 
of my house, bidding me prepare to abide 
by the consequences. I racked my memory 
in vain, to discover what I had done with 
this bundle of wonders. I could recollect 
only that I carried it a week in my great 
coat pocket, resolving every day to lock it 
up; and that I went to the Mount coffee¬ 
house in this coat several times. These 
recollections were of little use.* 

A suit was instituted against me for the 
value of Thaumaturgos; and the damages 
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were modestly laid by the author at eight 
hundred guineas. The cause Avas highly in¬ 
teresting to all the tribe of London book¬ 
sellers and authors. Tlic court was crowded 
at an early hour; several people of fashion, 
who were partisans of the plaintiff, appeared 
in the gallery: many more, who were his 
enemies, attended on purpose to hear my 
counsel ridicule and abuse the pompous 
TJuwmaturgos. I had great hopes, myself, 
that we might win the day; especially as the 
lawyer on the opposite side was my oid com¬ 
petitor at Eton, that Johnson, whom I had 
always considered as a mere laborious 
drudge, and a very heavy fellow. IIow this 
heavy fellow got up in the world, and how 
lie contrived to supply, by dint of study, 
the waut of natural talents, I cannot tell ; 
but this I know, to my cost, that he ma¬ 
naged his client’s cause so ably, and made a 
speech so full of sound law and clear sense,as 
effectually to decide the cause against me. 
I was condemned to pay jQO/. damages, 
and costs of suit. love bundled pounds 
lost, by delaying to lock up a bundle of pa¬ 
pers ! Every body pitied me, because the 
punishment seemed so disproportipued to 
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the offence. The pity of every body, how¬ 
ever, did not console me for the loss of my 
money. 


CHAPTER. V. 


The trial was published in the papers r 
my uncle Lowe read it, and all my ciedit 
with, him was lost for ever. Lucy did not 
utter a syllable of reproach or complaint ; 
but she used all her gentle influence to pre¬ 
vail upon me to lay aside the various 
schemes, which I had formed for making a 
rapid fortune, and urged me to devote my 
whole attention to my business. 

The loss which I had sustained, though 
great, was not irremediable. I was moved 
more by my wife's kindness than I could 
have been by the most outrageous invective. 
But what is kindness, what is affection, Avhat 
are the best resolutions, opposed to all-poAv- 
erful habit? I put off settling my affairs till 
I had finished a pamphlet against govern¬ 
ment, which my friends and the critics as¬ 
sured me would make my fortune, by attach¬ 
ing to my shop all the opposition members. 

My pamphlet succeeded, was highly 
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praised, aiidloudly abused: answers appear¬ 
ed, and I was called upon to provide re¬ 
joinders. Time thus passed away, and, 
while I was gaining- fame, I every hour lost 
money. I was threatened with bankruptcy. 
I threw aside my pamphlets, and, in the ut¬ 
most terrour and confusion, began, too late, 
to look into my affairs. I .now attempted 
•too much: I expected to repair by bustle 
the effects of procrastination. The nerv¬ 
ous anxiety of my mind prevented me 
from doing any thing well; whatever I was 
employed about appeared to me of less con¬ 
sequence than a hundred other things, 
which ought to be done. The letter that I 
was writing, or the account that I was set- 
tling, was but one of a multitude; which 
had all equal claims to be expedited imme¬ 
diately. My courage failed; I abandoned 
my business in despair. A commission of 
bankruptcy was taken out against me; all 
my goods were seized, and I became a pri¬ 
soner in the King's Bench. 

My wife’s relations refused to give me any 
assistance; but her father offered to receive 
her and her little boy, on condition that she 
would part from me, and spend the remain- 
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tively refused; and I never shall forget the 
manner of her refusal. Her character rose 
ia adversity. With the utmost feminine 
gentleness and delicacy, she had a degree of 
courage and fortitude which I have seldom 
seen equalled in any of my own sex. She 
follqwed me to prison, and supported my 
spiritsbya thousand daily instances of kind¬ 
ness. During eighteen months that she 
passed with me in a prison, which we then 
thought must be my abode'for life, she never, 
by word or look, reminded me that I was 
the cause of our misfortunes: on the con¬ 
trary, she drove this idea from my thoughts 
with all the address of female affection. I 
cannot, even at this distance of time, recal 
these things to memory without tears. 

What a woman, what a wife had I reduced 
to distress! I never saw her, even in the first 
months of our marriage, so cheerful and so 
tender as at this period. She seemed to 
have no existence but in me, and in our 
little boy; of whom she was doatingly fond, 
lie was at this time just able to run about 
and talk; his playful caresses, his thought¬ 
less gayety, and at times a certain tone of 
compassion for poor papa were very touch- 
in sr. ' Alas! he little foresaw. 
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But let me go on with my history,-if I 
can, without anticipation. 

Among my creditors was a Mr. Nun, a 
paper-maker, who, from hisfrcquentdealings 
with me, had occasion to see something of 
my character and of my wife’s; he admired 
her, and pitied me. lie was in easy circum¬ 
stances, and delighted in doing all the good 
in his power. One morning my Lucy came 
into my room with a face radiant with joy. 

* My love,’ said she, ‘ here is Mr. Nun 
below, waiting to see you; but he says he 
will not see you till I have told you the good 
news. lie has got all our creditors to enter 
into a compromise, and to set you at liberty.’ 

I was transported with joy and gratitude: 
our benevolent friend was waiting in a hack¬ 
ney-coach to carry us away from prison. 
When I began to thank him, he stopped me 
with a blunt declaration that I was not a bit 
obliged to him; for that, if I had been a 
man of straw, he would have done just the 
same for the sake of my wife, whom he look¬ 
ed upon to be one or other the best woman 
liehad ever seen, Mrs. Nun always excepted. 

He proceeded to inform me how he had 
settled my affairs, and how he had obtained 
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froiu iny creditors a small allowance for the ’ 
immediate support of myself and,, family. 
He had given up the third part of a consi-, 
derable sum due to himself. As my own 
house was shut up, he insisted upon taking 
us home with him : ‘ Mrs. Nan,’ ;he said, 

4 had provided a good dinner; and he must 
not have her ducks and green pease upon 
the table, and no frieuds.to eat them.’ 

Never were ducks and green pease more 
acceptable; never was a dinner eaten with 
more appetite, or given with more good¬ 
will. I have often thought of this dinner, 
and compared the hospitality of this simple- 
hearted man with the ostentation of great 
folks, who give splendid entertainments to 
those who do not want them. In trifles 
and in matters of consequence this Mr. 
Nun was one of the most liberal and un¬ 
affectedly generous men I ever knew; but 
the generous actions of men in middle life 
are lost in obscurity. No matter. They 
do not act from the love of fame; they act 
from a better motive, and they have their 
reward in their own hearts. 

As I was passing through Mr. Nun’s 
warehouse, I was thinking of writing some- 
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' thing oil this subject; hut whether it should 
be a poetic effusion, in the form of “ /In Ode 
to him who least expects it," or a prose work, 
under the title of “Modern Parallels ,” in the 
manner of Plutarch, I had not decided, 
when I was roused from my reverie by my 
wife, who, pointing to a large hale of paper 
that was directed to “ Ezekiel Croft , Mer¬ 
chant, Philadelphia asked me if I knew that 
this gentleman was a very near relation of 
her mother? ‘ Is he indeed ? ’ s;yd Mr. Nun. 

‘ Then I can assure you that you have a re¬ 
lation of whom you have no occasion to he 
ashamed : he is one of the most respectable 
merchants in Philadelphia.’ 

‘ lie was not very rich when he left this 
country about six years ago,’ said Lucy. 

‘ He has a very good fortune now,’ an¬ 
swered Mr. Nun. 

* And has he made this very good fortune 
in six years?’ cried I. ‘ My dear Lucy, I 
did not know that vou had anv relation-; in 
America. 1 have a great mind to go v\ cr 
there myself.’ 

‘ Away from all our friends ! ’ said Lucy. 

1 I shall be ashamed,’ replied I, ‘ to see 
them after all that has happened. A banh- 
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rupt cannot have many friends. The best 
thing that I can possibly do is to go over to 
a new world, where I may establish a new 
character, and make-a new fortune.’ 

‘ But we must not forget,’ said Mr. Nun, 

‘ that in the new world, as in the old one, a 
character and a fortune must be made by 
much the same means. And, forgive me if 
I add, the same bad habits that are against 
a man in one country will be as much 
against him in another.’ 

True, thought I, as I recollected at this 
instant my unfortunate voyage to China. 
But, now that the idea of going to America 
had come into my mind, I saw so many 
chances of success in my favour, and I felt 
so much convinced I should not relapse into 
my former faults, that I could not abandon 
the scheme. My Lucy consented to accom¬ 
pany me. She spent a week in the country 
witli her fatherand friends, by my particular 
desiie; and they did all they could to pre¬ 
vail upon her to stay with them, promising 
to take the best possible care other and her 
little boy during my absence : but she stea¬ 
dily persisted in her determination to accom¬ 
pany her husband. I was not too late in 
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going on ship-board this time; and, during 
the whole voyage, I did not lose any of my 
goods ; for, in the first place, I had very 
tew goods to lose, and, in the next, my wife 
took the entire charge of those few. 

And now behold me safely landed at 
Philadelphia, with one hundred pounds in 
my pocket—a small sum of money; but 
many, from yet more trifling beginnings, 
had grown rich in America. My wife’s rela¬ 
tion, Mr. Croft, had not so much as I was 
told when he left England. Many passen¬ 
gers, who came over in the same ship with 
me, had not half so much. Several of them 
were, indeed, wretchedly poor. 

Among others, there was an Irishman, 
who w as known by the name of Barny, a 
contraction, I believe, for Barnabv. As In 
his surname he could not undertake to spell 
it; but he assured me there was' no better. 
This man, with many of his relatives, had 
cometo England, according to their custom, 
during harvest time, to assist in reaping, 
because they gain higher w'agesthan in their 
own country. Barny heard that he should 
get still higher wages for labour in America, 
and accordingly he, and his two sons, lads 
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of eighteen and twenty, took their passage 
for Philadelphia. A merrier mortal I never 
saw. We used to hear him upon deck, con¬ 
tinually singing or whistling his Irish 
tunes ; and I should never have guessed 
that this man’s life had been a series of 
hardships and misfortunes. 

When we were leaving the ship I saw 
him, to my great surprise, crying bitterly; 
and, upon inquiring what was the matter, 
he answered that it was not for himself, but 
for his sons, he was grieving, because they 
were to be made Redemption men .—That is, 
they were to be bound to work, during a 
certain time, for the captain, or for whom¬ 
ever he pleased, till the money due for their 
passage should be paid. Though I wassome- 
what surprised at any one’s thinking of 
coming on board a vessel without having 
one farthing in his pocket, yet I could not 
forbear paying the money for this poor 
fellow. lie dropped down on the deck upon 
both his knees as suddenly as if he had been 
shot, and, holding up his hands to Heaven, 
prayed, first in Irish, and then in English, 
with fervent fluency, that “ I and mine 
might never want; that I might live long to 
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reign over him ; that success might attend 
my honour wherever I went; and that I 
might enjoy forevermore all sorts of bless¬ 
ings and crqwns of glory.” As I had an 
English prejudice in favour of sdeat grati¬ 
tude, I was rather disgusted by all this elo¬ 
quence; I turned away abiuptly, and got 
into the boat which waited to carry me to 
shore. 

As we rowed away I looked at my wife 
and child, and reproached myself with hav¬ 
ing indulged in the luxury of generosity 
perhaps at their expense. 

My wife’s relation, Mr. Croft, received us 
better than she expected, and worse than I 
hoped. He4lad the face of an acute mohey- 
makingman; his manners’were methodical; 
caution was in his eye, and prudence in all 
his motions. In our first half hour’s con¬ 
versation he convinced me that he deserved 
the character he bad obtained, of being up¬ 
right and exact in all his dealings, llis ideas 
were just and clear, hut confined to the ob¬ 
jects immediately relating to his business; 
as to his heart, he seemed to have no notion 
of general philanthropy, hut to have per¬ 
fectly learned by rote his duty to his neigh- 
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bom. lie appeared disposed to do charitable 
and good-natured actions from reason, and 
not from feeling; because they were proper, 
not merely because they were agreeable. I 
felt that I should respect, but never love him; 
and that he would never either love or 
respect me, because the virtue which he held 
in the highest veneration was that in which 
I was most deficient—punctuality. 

But I \v ill give, as nearly as 1 can, my first 
conversation with him; aud from that w 
better idea of his character may be formed 
than I can afford by any description. 

I presented to him Mr. Nun’s letter of 
introduction, aud mentioned that my wife 
had the honour of being related to him. He 
pci used Mr. Nun’s letter very slowh. I w as 
determined not to leave him in any doubt, 
lespceting who and what I was ; and 1 
briefly told him the particulars of my history, 
lie listened w ithimmoveable attention; and 
when I had finished he said ‘You have not 
yet told me w hat your views are in coming 
to America.’ 

' I replied, ‘ that my plans were not yet 
fixed.’ 

‘But"of course,’ said he, ‘you cannot have 
left home u ithout forming some planner the 
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future. May I ask what line of life-'you 
mean to pursue?’ 

I answered, ‘ that I was undetermined, 
and meant to be guided by circumstances.’ 

‘ Circumstances!’ said he, ‘May I request 
you to explain yourself more fully ? for I 
do not precisely understand to what cir¬ 
cumstances you allude.’ 

I was provoked with the man lor being so 
slow of apprehension; but, when driven to 
the necessity of explaining, I found that I 
did not myself understand what I meant. 

I changed my ground; and, lowering my 
tone of confidence, said that, as I was totally 
ignorant of the country, I should wish to he 
guided by the advice of better informed 
persons; and that I begged leave to address 
myself to him, as having had the most suc¬ 
cessful experience. 

After a considerable pause he replied, it 
was a hazardous thing to give advice ; but 
that, as my wife was his relation, and, as he 
held it a duty to assist his relations, he 
should not decline giving me—all the ad¬ 
vice in his power. 

I bowed, and felt chilled all over by his 

o 4 


manner. 
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‘ 4 ; U(1 not only my advice,’ continued he. 

1 but my assistance—in reason. 

I said, ‘ 1 was much obliged to him.’ 

' Not in the least, young man ; you are . 
not in the least obliged to me yet, for I have 
done nothing for you.’ 

This w as true, and not knowing what to 
say, I was silent. 

‘And that which I may be able to do for 
you in future must depend as much upon 
yourself as upon me. In the .first place, 
before I can give any advice, I must 
know what you arc worth in the world? ’ 

v 

My worth in money, I told him, with a 
foiced smile, \v r as but very trifling indeed. 
With some hesitation, I named the sum. 

‘ And you have a wife and child to sup¬ 
port ! ’ said he, shaking his head. ‘ And 
your child is too young and your wife too 
delicate to work- They will be sad burdens 
upon your hands; these are not the things 
for America. Why did you bring them with 
you ? But, as that is done, and cannot be 
mended,’ continued he, ‘ we must make the 
best of it, and support them. You say you 
are ignoi ant of the country. I must explain 
to veu then how monev is to be made here. 
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and by whom. The class of labourers make 
money readily, if they are industrious ; 
because they have high wages and constant 
employment; artificers and mechanics, car¬ 
penters, shipwrights, wheelwrights, smiths, 
bricklayers, masons, get rich here, without 
difficulty, from the same causes; but all 
these things are out of the question for you. 
You have head, not hands, I perceive. Now 
mere head, in the line of bookmaking or 
bookselling, brings in but,poor profit in 
this country. The sale for imported books 
is extensive; and our printers arc doing 
something by subscription here, in Phila¬ 
delphia, and in Now-York, they tell me. But 
London is the place for a good bookseller to 
thrive; and you come from London, where 
you tell are yen were a bankrupt. I would 
not advise you to have any thing more to 
do v. itli bookselling or bookmaking. Then, 
as to becoming a planter—Our planters, if 
they arc skilful raid laborious, thrive well; 
bur you have not capital sufiicient to clear 
land and build a house ; or hire servants to 
do the work for which you arc not yourself 
sufficientl y robust. Besides, I do not imagine 
you know much of agricultural concerns, or 
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country business; arid even to oversee and. 
guide others, experience is necessary. The 
Iifeof a back settlerl do not advise, because 
you and your wife are not equal to it. You 
are not accustomed to live in a log-house, 
or to feed upon racoons and squirrels : not 
to omit the constant dread, if not imminent 
danger, of being burnt in your beds, or 
scalped, by the Indians with whom j-ou- 
would be surrounded. Upon the whole, I 
see no line of life that promises well for you 
hut that of a merchant; and I see no means 
of your getting into this line without pro- 
perty and without credit, except by going 
into some established house as a clerk. You 
are a good penman and ready accountant, I 
think you tell me; and I presume you have 
a sufficient knowledge of book-keeping. 
With sobriety, diligence, and honesty, you 
may do well in this way ; and may look for¬ 
ward to being a partner, and in a lucrative 
situation, some years hence. This is the 
way I managed, and rose myself by degrees 
to what you see. It is true, I was not at 
first encumbered with a wife and young 
child. In due time I married my master’s 
daughter, which was a great furtherance to 
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me; but then, on the other hand, youivwife 
is my relation; and to be married to the re¬ 
lation of a rich merchant is next best to not 
being married at all, in your situation. 1 
told you I thought it my duty to proffer 
assistance as well as advice: so take up your 
abode with me for a fortnight: in that time 
I shall be able to judge whether you are 
capable of being a clerk ; and, if you and 
1 should suit, we will talk farther. You 
understand that I enter into no engagement, 
and make no promise ; but shall be glad to 
lodge you and your wife, and little boy, 
fora fortnight: and it will be your own 
fault, and must be your own loss, if the vi¬ 
sit turns out waste of time.—I cannot stay 
to talk to you any longer at present,’ added 
he, pulling out his watch, * for I have busi¬ 
ness, and business waits for no man. Go 
back to your inn for my relation, and her 
little one. We dine at two precisely.’ 

I left Mr. Croft’s house with a vague in¬ 
describable feeling of dissatisfaction and dis¬ 
appointment; but when I arrived at my inn, 
and repeated all that had passed to my wife, 
she seemed quite surprised and delighted by 
the civil and friendly manner in which this 
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gentleman had behaved. She tried to rea¬ 
son the matter with me; but there is no 
reasoning with imagination. 

The fact was, Mr. Croft had' destroyed 
certain vague and visionary ideas, that I had 
indulged, of making, by some unknown 
means, a rapid fortune in America; and to 
be reduced to real life, and sink into a clerk 
in a merchant’s counting house, was morti¬ 
fication and misery. Lucy, in vain, dwelt 
upon the advantage of having found, imme¬ 
diately upon my arrival in Philadelphia, a 
certain mode of employment; and a proba¬ 
bility ’of rising to be a -partner in one of the 
first mercantile houses, if I went on steadi¬ 
ly for a few years. I was forced to acknow¬ 
ledge that her relation was very good; that 
T was certainly very fortunate: and that I 
ought to think myself very much obliged 
to Mr. Croft. Put, after avowing all this, 1 
walked up and down die room in melancho¬ 
ly reverie for a considerable length of time. 
My wife reminded me repeatedly that Mr. 
Croft said he dined precisely at two o'clock; 
that he was a very punctual man; that it was 
a long walk, as I had found it, from the inn 
ioliis house; that I had better dress myself 
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for dinner; and that my clean shirt'and 
cravat were ready for me. I still walked 
up and down the room in reverie till my 
wife was completely ready, had dressed the 
child, and held up my watch before my eye'; 
to show me that it wanted hut ten minutes 
of two. I then began to dress in the great¬ 
est hurry imaginable ; and, unluckily, as I 
was pulling on my silk stocking, I tore a 
hole in the leg, or, as my wife, expicssed it, 
a stitch dropped, and I was forced to wait 
while she repaired the evil. Certainly this 
operation of taking up a stitch, as I am in¬ 
structed to call it, is one of the slowest 
operations in nature; or rather, one of the 
most tedious and teazing manoeuvres of art. 
1 'hough the most willing and the most dex¬ 
terous fingers that ever touched a needle 
were employed in my service, 1 thought 
the work would never he finished. 

At last, I .was based and shod, and out. 
wc set. It struck a quarter past two as we 
left the house; we came to Mr. Croft's in 
the middle of dinner. lie had a large com 
pany at table; every body was disturbed ; 
my Lucy was a stranger to 'Mi s. Croft, and 
was to be introduced; and nothing could 
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bemdre awkward and embarrassing than our 
entr6e and introduction. There were such 
compliments and apologies, such changing 
of places, such shuffling of chairs, and run¬ 
ning about of servants, that I thought we 
should never be seated. 

In the midst of the bustle my little chap 
began to roar most horribly, and to struggle 
to get away from a black servant, who was 
helping him up on his chair. The child’s 
terrour at the sudden approach of the ne¬ 
gro could not be conquered, nor could he 
by any means be quieted. Mis. Croft, at 
last, ordered the negro out of the room, the 
roaring ceased, and nothing but the child’s" 
sobs were heard for some instants. 

The guests were all silent, and had ceased 
eating; Mrs. Croft was vexed because every 
thing teas cold ; Mr. Croft looked much dis¬ 
comfited, and said not a syllable more than 
was absolutely necessary, as master of the 
house. . I never ate, or rather I was never 
at, a more disagreeable dinner. I was in 
pain for Lucy, as well as for myself; her 
colour rose up to her temples. I cursed 
myself a hundred times for not having gone 
to dress in time. . 
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At length, to my great relief, the -cloth 
was taken away; but even when we came 
to the wine after dinner, the colcl formality 
of my host continued unabated, and I be¬ 
gan to fear that he had taken an insurmount¬ 
able dislike to me, and that I should lose all 
the advantages of his protection and assist¬ 
ance : advantages which rose considerably 
in my estimation, when I apprehended I 
was upon the point of losing them. 

Soon after dinner, a young gentleman, of 
the name of Hudson, joined tiic company; 
his manners and appearance were prepos¬ 
sessing; he was frank and w'cll bred ; and 
the effect of his politeness was soon felt, as 
if by magic, for every body became at their 
ease; his countenance was full of life and, 
fire; and, though he said nothing that 
showed remarkable abilities, every thing 
he said pleased. As soon as he found that 
I was a stranger, he addressed his conver¬ 
sation principally to me. I recovered my 
spirits,- exerted myself to entertain him, 
and succeeded. He was delighted to hear 
news from England, and especially from 
London; a city which he said he had an 
ardent desire to visit. When he 'took 
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leave- of me in the evening, he expressed 
very warmly the wish to cultivate my ac¬ 
quaintance, and I was the more flattered 
and obliged bv this civility, because I was 
certain that he knew exactly.my situation 
and circumstances, Mrs. Croft having ex¬ 
plained them to him very fully’even in my 
hearing. 

CHAPTER V. 

In the course of the ensuing week,' young 
Mr. Hudson and I saw one another almost 
every day ; and our mutual liking for each 
other's company increased. He introduced 
me to his fa J her, who had been a planter ;. 
and, having made a large fortune, came to 
reside at Philadelphia to enjoy himself, as 
he said, for the remainder of his days. He 
lived in what the sober Americans called a 
most luxurious and magnificent style. The 
best company in Philadelphia met at his 
house; and he delighted particularly in see¬ 
ing those who had convivial talents, and who 
would supply him wHi wit and gayety, in 
which he was naturally rather deficient. 

On my first visit, 1 perceived that his son 
had boasted of me as one of the best com- 
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pauions m the world; and I determined to 
.support the character that had been given 
in me: I told two or three good stories, and 
sung two or tluec good songs. The company 
weie charmed \v itll me; old Mr. Hudson was 
particularly delighted; he gavemcapressing 
general invitation to his house, and most of 
the principal guests followed his example. 
I was not a little elated with this success. 
Mr. Cioft was with me at this entertain¬ 
ment; and I own 1 was peculiarly gratified 
by feeling that I at once became conspicu¬ 
ous, by my talents, in a company wheic he 
v as apparently of no consequence, notwith¬ 
standing all bis wealth and prudence. 

As w e went home together, he said to me 
very gravely, ‘ I would not # advise you, Mr. 
Basil Lowe, to accept of all these invitations; 
nor to connect yourself intimately with 
) oung Hudson. The society at Mi. Hudson's 
is voiy well for those who liavq nude a for¬ 
tune, and want to spend it; hut for those 
w ho have a foitime to mala 1 , in my opinion, 
it is not only useless but dangeious.’ 

1 was in no bum mr, at this moment, to 
profit by this sober advice; especially as I 
fancied it might be dictated, in some degree^ 
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by ■envy of my superior talents and accom¬ 
plishments. My wife, however, supported 
his advice by many excellent and kind 
arguments. She observed that these people, 
who invited me to their houses as a good 
companion, followed merely their own plea¬ 
sure, and would never be of any real ad¬ 
vantage to me; that Mr. Croft, on the con¬ 
trary, showed, from the first hour when I 
applied to him, a desire to serve me; that 
he had pointed out the means of establishing 
myself; and that, in the advice he gave me, 
he could be actuated only by a wish to be 
of use to me; that it was more reasonable 
to suspect him of despising than of envying 
talents, which were not directed to the 
grand object of gaining money. 

Good sense, from the lips of a woman 
whom a man loves, has a mighty effect upon 
his understanding, especially if he sincerely 
believe that the woman has no desire to rule. 
This was my singular ease. I promised 
Lucy I would refuse all invitations for the 
ensuing fortnight, and devotcmyslf to what¬ 
ever business Mr. Croft might devise. No 
one could be more assiduous than I was for 
ten days, and I perceived that Mr. Croft, 
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though it was not his custom to prai.sc, was 
avcII satisfied with my diligence. Unluckily, 
on the eleventh day, I put off in the morning 
making out an invoice, which he left for me 
to do, and I was persuaded in the evening 
to go out with young Mr. Hudson. I had 
expressed, in conversation with him, some 
curiosity about the American J'rog-concerts ; 
of which I had read, in modern books of 
travels, extraordinary accounts*. 

* “ I confess the first frog-concei t I heard in America 
was so much beyond any thing 1 could conceive of the 
powers of these musicians, that I was truly astonished. 
This performance was al fresco, and took place on the 
night of the 18th of April, in a large swamp, w here 
there were at least ten thousand performers, and I really 
believe not two exactly in the same pitch.*’** 1 '* 

“ I have been since informed by an amateur, who re¬ 
sided many years in this country, aud made this species 
of .vju-ii - his peculiar study, tlwt on these occasions the 
treble is performed by the tree-frogs, the smallest and 
most beautiful species; they are always of the same 
colour as the bark of the tree they inhabit, and their 
note is not unlike the chirp of a cricket; the next in 
size is our counter-tenors, they have a note resembling 
the setting of a saw. A still larger species sing tenor: 
and the under-part is supported by the bull-frogs, which 
are as large as a man’s foot, and bellow out the bass in 
a tone as loud and sonorous as that of the animal from 
which they take their name .”—Extract of a Letter from 
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Mr. Hudson persuaded roe to accompany 
him to a swamp, at some miles distant 
from Philadelphia, to hear-one of these con¬ 
certs. The performance lasted some time, 
and it w as late before we returned to town : 
I went to bed tired, and waked in the morn¬ 
ing with a cold, which I had caught by 
standing so long in the swamp. I lay an 
hour after I was called, in hopes of gettjng 
rid of my cold : when I was at last up and 
diessed, I recollected my invoice, and resolv¬ 
ed to do it the first thing after breakfast, but 
unluckily, I put it oft’ till I had looked for 
some lines in Homer’s “ Battle of the Frogs 
and Mice.” There was no Homer, as you may 
guess, in Mr. Croft's house, aud 1 went to a 
bookseller’s to borrow" one: he had Pope’s 
Iliad and Odyssey, butno Battle of the Frogs 
and Mice. 1 walked over half the town in 
search of it; at length I found it, aud was, 
returning in triumph, with Homer in each 
pocket, when at the door of Mr. Croft’s 
house I found half a dozen porters, with 
heavy loads upon their backs. 

Vluladrl/j/ua ; vide Travels in the United States of Ame¬ 
rica, by William Priest.— Johnson, St. Faults Church- 
yard. 
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‘ Where are you going, my good fellows,' 
Baid I. 

‘ To the quay, Sir, with the cargo for the 
Betsey.’ 

‘ My God!’ cried I, ‘Stop.—Can’t you 
stop a minute. I thoughtthcBetsry was not 
to sail till to morrow. Stop one minute.’ 

‘ No, Sir,’ said they, ‘ that we can’t; for 
the captain bade us make what haste we 
■could to the quay to load her.’ 

I ran into the house; the captain of the 
Betsey was bawling in the hall, with his hat 
on the back of his head; Mr. Croft on the 
landing-place of the warehouse-stairs with 
open letters in his hand, and two or three 
of the under clerks were running different 
ways with pens in their mouths. 

‘Mr. Basil! the invoice!’ exclaimed all 
the clerks at once, the moment 1 mada^my 
appearance. 

‘ Mr. Basil Lowe, the invoice and the co¬ 
py, if you please,’ repeated Mr. Croft. ‘ We 
have sent three messengers after you. Very 
extraordinary to go out at this time of day, 
and not even to leave word where you were 
to be found Here’s the captain of the Betsey 
has been waiting this half hour for the in- 
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voice. Well, Sir! Will you go for it nowf 
Anti at the same time bring me the copy, 
to inclose in this letter to our correspondent 
by post.’ 

I stood petrified.— ‘ Sir, the invoice, Sir > 
— Good Heavens! I forgot it entirely.’ 

‘ You remember it now, Sir, I suppose. 
Keep your apologies till we have leisure. 
The invoices if you please.’ 

‘The invoices! My God, Sir! I beg ten 
thousand pardons! They arenot drawn out.’ 

‘ Not drawn out.—Impossible!’said Mr. 
Croft. 

‘Then I’m off!’ cried the captain, with 
a tremendous oath. ‘ I can’t wait another 
tide for any clerk breathing.’ 

‘ Send back the porters, Captain, if you 
please,’ said Mr. Croft, coolly. ‘ The whole 
carao must be unpacked. I took it for 
graped, Mr. Basil, that you had drawn the 
invoice, according to order, yesterday morn¬ 
ing ; and of course the goods were packed 
in the evening. I was certainly wrong- 
in taking it for granted that you would be 
punctual. A man of business should takeno¬ 
thing for granted. This is a thing that will 
not occur to me again as long as I live.’ 
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I poured forth expressions of contrition ; 
but apparently unmoved bv them, and with¬ 
out anger or impatience in his manner, lie' 
turned from me as soon as the porters came 
back with the goods, and ordered them all 
to be unpacked and replaced in the ware¬ 
house. I was truly concerned! 

‘ I believe you spent your evening yes¬ 
terday with young Mr. Hudson? ’ said he, 
returning to me. 

* Yes, Sir,—I am sincerely sorry- 

‘ Sorrow, in these cases, does no good, 
Sirinterrupted he. ‘ I thought I had suf¬ 
ficiently warned you of the danger of form¬ 
ing that intimacy. Midnight carousing 
will not do for men of business.’ 

‘ Carousing, Sir!’ said I. ‘Give me leave 
to assure you that we were not carousinsr. 
We were only at a frog-concert .’ 

Mr. Croft, who had at least suppressed 
his displeasure till now, looked absolutely 
angry ; he thought I was making a joke of 
him. When I convinced him that I was in 
earnest, he changed from anger to astonish¬ 
ment, with a large mixture of contempt in 
his nasal muscles. 

‘A frog-concert!’ repeated he. ‘And 
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is- it- possible tlmt any man could neglect an 
invoice merely to go to hear a parcel ol' 
frogs croaking in a swamp? Sir, you will 
never do in a mercantile house.’ He walked 
off to the- warehouse, and left me half mor¬ 
tified and half provoked. 

From this time forward all hopes from Mr. 
Croft’s friendship were at an end.—He was 
coldly civil to me duringthc fewremaining 
days of the fortnight that we stayed at his 
house. He took the trouble, however, of 
looking out for a cheap And tolerably com¬ 
fortable lodging for m} r wife and boy; the 
rent of which he desired to pay for his rela¬ 
tion, he said, as long as I should remain in 
Philadelphia, or till I should find myself in 
some eligible situation. He seemed pleased 
with Lucy, and said she was a very properly 
conducted, well disposed, prudent young 
woman, whom he was not ashamed to own 
for a cousin, lie repeated, at parting, that 
he should be happy to afford me every as¬ 
sistance in reason, toward pursuing any < 
feasible plan of advancing myself; but it 
was his decided opinion that I coidd never 
succeed in a mercantile line. 

I never liked Mr. Croft; he was much too 
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punctual, too much of an automaton, for 
me; but I .should have felt more regret at. 
leaving him, and losing his friendship, and 
should have expressed more gratitude for 
his kindness to Lucy and my boy, if my 
head had not at the time been full of young 
Hudson. He professed the warmest regard 
for me; congratulated me on getting free 
from old Croft's mercantile clutches, and 
assured me that such a man as l was 
could not fail to succeed in the world by my 
own talents and the assistance of friends ■ 
and good connections. 

I was now almost everyday at his father’s 
house, in company with numbers of rich 
and gay people, who were all my friends. 1, 
was the life of society, was invited every 
where, and accepted every invitation, be¬ 
cause I could not offend Mr. Hudson’s in¬ 
timate acquaintance. 

From day to day, from Week to week, from 
month to month, 1 went op in this style. 1 
was old Hudson’s grand favourite, and every 
body toid me he could do any thing he 
pleased for me. I had formed a scheme, a 
bold scheme, of obtaining from government 
a large tract of territory in the ceded lands 

vol. nr. 
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of Louisiana, agd of collectingasubscriptiou 
in Philadelphia, among' my j riends, to make 
a settlement there: tlic subscribers to be 
paid by instalments, so much the first year, 
so much tile second, and so onward, till the 
whole should be liquidated. I was to collect 
hands from the next ships, which were ex¬ 
pected to be lull of emigrants from Ireland 
and Scotland. 1 had soon along list of sub¬ 
scribers, who gave me their names always 
after dinner, or after supper. Old Hudson 
wrote his name at the head of the list, with 
an Ostentatiously large sum opposite to it. 

As nothing could be done till the ensuing 
spring,' when the ships were expected, I 
spent my time in the same convivial manner. 
The spring came, but there was no answer 
obtained from Government respecting the 
ceded territory ; and a delay of a few months 
was necessary. Mr. Hudson, the father, 
was the person who had undertaken to ap¬ 
ply for the grant; and be spoke always of 
the scheme,and of his own powers ofcarrying 
it into effect, in the most confident manner. 
From his conversation any body would have 
supposed that the mines of Peru were upon 
his plantation; and that in comparison with 
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his, the influence of the president jtf the 
United States was nothing. I was a full 
twelvemonth before I was convinced that he 
was a boaster and a fabulist; and I was an¬ 
other twelvemonth before I could persuade 
myself that he was one of the most selfish, 
indolent, and obstinate Of hutpan beings. He 
was delighted to have me al ways at his table 
to entertain him and his guests, but he had 
not the slightest real regard for me, or care 
for my interests. He would talk to me as 
long as I pleased of his possessions, and his 
improvements, and his wonderful crops; 
but the moment I touclied upon anj r of my 
own affairs he would begin to yawn, throw 
himself upona sofa, and seem going to sleep. 
Whenever I mentioned his subscription, he 
would say, with a frown—“ Wc will tail 
of that, Basil, to morrow." 

Of my whole list of subscribers not alnn e 
fourever paida shilling into my hands: their 
excuse always was —“ When government 
has given an answer abou t the ceded te rri tory ' 
we will pay the subscriptionsand the an¬ 
swer of government always was- “Wlptf 
the subscriptions are paid we will make out 
a grant of the land.” I was disgusted, and 
p 2 
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out Dispirits; hut I thought all my chance 
Mas to persevere, and to keep my friends in 
good humour: so tluit I M as continually 
under the necessity of appearing the same 
jovial companion, laughing, singing and 
•drinking, v m hen, Heaven knows, my heart 
Mas heavy enough. 

At the end of the second year of promises, 
delays, and disappointments, my Lucy, udio 
had always foretold how tilings would turn 
out, urged me to withdraw myself from this 
idle society, to give up my scheme, and to 
take the management of a small plantation in 
conjunction with the brother of Mr. Croft. 
His regard for my wife, who had won much 
upon this family by her excellent conduct, 
induced him to make me this offer; but I 
considered so long, and hesitated so much, 
whether I should accept of this proposal, 
that the time for accepting it passed away. 

I had still hopes that my friend, young 
Hudson, would enable me to carry my grand 
projectintoexccution; he had a considerable 
plantation in Jamaica, left to him by bis 
grandfather on the mother's side; he was to 
be of age, and to take possession of it, the 
ensuing year, and he proposed to sell it, and 
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to apply some pi’the purchase money,, to our 
scheme, of the success of which he had as 
sanguine expectations as I had myself. lie 
was of a most enthusiastic generous temper. 
I had obtained the greatest influence over 
him, and 1 am convinced, at this time, there 
was nothing in the world he would not have 
sacrificed for nn sake. All that lie required 
from meVas to he his constant companion. 
He was extravagantly fond of field sports; 
and, though a Londoner, I was a good lnui ts- 
mau, a good shot, and a good angler; for, 
during the time I was courting Lucy, 1 found 
it necessary to make myself a sportsman to 
win the favour of her brothers. With these 
accomplishments my hold upon the esteem 
and affections of my friend was all-powerful. 
Every day in the season we went out hunt¬ 
ing, or shooting, or fishing together; then, in 
thewinter time, we had various employments, 
I mean % urjous excuses for idleness. Hudson 
wasa great skaiter, and he had infinitediver- 
sionin tcaeliingmc to skaiteat the hazard of 
my skull. lie was also to initiate me in the 
American pastime of sleighing', or sledging. 
Many a desperately eoid winter’s day I have 
submitted to be driven in his sledge, when 
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I wouit^Timch rather, I own, hare been safe 

and snug by my own fire-side, with my wife.. 

Pool' Lucy- spent lier time in a disagree¬ 
able arid melancholy way din ing these three. 
..years : for, while I was out almost every day 
and all day long', she was alone in her lodg¬ 
ing for numberless hours. She never re¬ 
pined, but always received me with agood- 
humouied countenance when I came home,, 
even alter sitting up half the night to wait 
for my return from Hudson's suppers. It 
grieved me to the heart to see her thus seem¬ 
ingly deserted ; but I comforted myself with 
the reflection that this way of life would last 
but for a short time; that my fiiend would 
soon be of age, and able to fulfil all his pro¬ 
mises ; and that we should then all live to¬ 
gether in happiness. I assured Lucy that.the 
present idle, if not dissipated, manner in 
which I spent my days was not agreeable to 
my taste: that I was often extremely melan¬ 
choly, c\ en when I was forced to appear in 
the highest spirits; and that I often longed 
to he quietly with her when I was obliged 
to sacrifice my time to friendship. 

It would lntve been impossible that she and 
my child could nave subsisted all this time 
independently, but for her steadiness and 
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exertions. She would not accept of,any pe¬ 
cuniary assistance except from her relation, 
Mr. Croft, who regularly paid the rent of her 
lodgings. She undertook to teach some 
young ladies, whom Mrs. Croft introduced 
to her, various kinds of hue needle-work, in 
which shefcxcelled: and for this she was well 
paid. I know that she never cost me one 
farthing, during the three years and three 
months that we lived in Philadelphia. But 
even for this I do not give her so much cre¬ 
dit as for her sweet temper, during these 
trials, and her great forbearance in never 
reproach in jj^or disputing with me. Many 
wives, who are called excellent managers, 
make their husbands pay tenfold in suffering 
what they save in money. This was not my 
Lucy's way; and, therefore, with my esteem 
and respect, she ever had my fondest affec¬ 
tions. I was in hopes that the hour was just 
coming when I should be able to prove this 
to her, and when we should no longer be 
doomed to spend our days asunder. Hut, 
alas ! her judgment was better than mine. 

My friend Hudson was now within six 
weeksof being of age, when, unfortunately, 
there arrived in Philadelphia a company ol 
y 4 
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players^fi'om England. Hudson, who was 
eager for every thing that had. the name ot 
pleasure, insisted upon my going with him 
to their first representation. Among the 
actresses there was a girl of the name of 
Marion, who seemed to be ordinary enough, 
just fit for a company of strolling players, 
hut she danced passably well, and danced 
a great deal between the acts that night. 
Hudson clapped his hands till I was quite 
out of patience, lie was in raptures; and 
the moie I depreciated the more he extolled 
the girl. I v ished her in Nova Zembla, for 
I saw he was falling in love with her, and 
had a kind of presentiment of all that was 
to follow. To tell the matter briefly, for 
"what signifies dwelling upon past misfor¬ 
tunes, the more young Hudson's passion in¬ 
crease (1 for this dancing girl, the more his 
ft i( me nip for me declined, for I hud fre¬ 
quent ai gurn'utts with him upon the subject, 
and did all I could to open his eyes. 1 saw 
that the damsel had art, that she knew the 
extent of her power, and that she would 
.draw her infatuated lover in to marry her. 
lie was head-strong and violent in all his 
passions; he quarrelled with me, carried the 
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g-irl off-to Jamaica, married her thcjbiy he 
was of age, and settled upon his plantation. 
There was an end of all my hopes about the 
ceded territory. 

Lucy, who was always my resource in 
misfortune, comforted me by saying 1 had 
done my duty in combating my friend's 
folly at the expense of my own interest; 
anjl that, though he had quarrelled w ith me, 
she loved me the bettor for it. All things 
considered, I would not have exchanged 
feelings and situations with him.- 

Reflecting upon my own history and cha¬ 
racter, I have often thought it a pity that, 
with certain good qualities, and I will add 
talents, which -deserved a better fate, I 
should have never succeeded in any thing 
I attempted, because I could not conquer 
one seemingly slight defect in my disposi¬ 
tion, which had grown into a habit. Tho¬ 
roughly determined by Lucy’s advice to 
write to Mr. Croft, to request he would 
give me another trial, I put oil' sending the 
letter till the next day; and that very morn¬ 
ing Mr. Croft set oft’ on a journey to a di¬ 
stant part (if the country, to sec a daughter 
who was newly married. 
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I \V£K vexed, and, from a want of some¬ 
thing better to do, went out a shooting, to 
get lid of disagreeable thoughts. I shot 
srveial pheasants, and when I came home 
carried them, a* v\ as my custom, to old Mr. 
J In dson's h itohen, and gar e them to the cook. 
I happened to stay in the kitchen to feed a 
fax on rite dog, while the cook was preparing 
the biuls 1 had brought. I observed, in the 
ciops of one of the pheasants, some bright 
green leaxes, and some buds; xvliich I sus¬ 
pected to’ he the leaves and buds of the 
kalniia lafi/blia, a poisonous shrub. I xvas 
not quite certain, for I bad almost forgotten 
the little botany which J*knew bcfoie I went 
to China. I took the leaves home with me, 
to examine them at leisure, and to compare 
them xvith the botanical description : and I 
begged that the cook would not dress the 
hiidi till she saxr or heard from me again. I 
piomiscd to see* her, or send to her, the next 
day. J3ut the next day, when I went to the 
Jibraiy, to look into a book of botany, my 
attention xvas caught by some new reviews, 
which xx eie just armed from London. I put 
off the examination of the kahnia lutij'olia 
till the day aftei. To morrow, said I, will do 
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just as well, for I know the cook will not 
dress the pheasants to day: old Hudson 
does not like them till they have been kept 
a day or two. 

To morrow came, and the leaves were 
forgotten ti 11 eveniug, when I saw them ly ing 
on my table, and put them out of the way, 
lest my little boy should find and eat them. 
I was sorry 'that I had not examined them 
this day, but I satisfied myself in the same 
way as I had done before: to morrow will 
do as well; the cook will not dress the phea¬ 
sants today: old Hudson thinks them the 
better for being kept two or three days. 

To morrow came; but, as the leaves of 
the halm/a lat if alia were out of my sight, 
they went out of my mind. I was invited 
toan entertainment this day at the Mayors: 
there was a large company, and after dinner 
I was called upon, as usual, for a song: the 
favourite song of 

“ Dance and sin", Time’s on the win", 

“ Life never knows return of spring 5 ” 

whena gentleman came in, pale and breath¬ 
less, t'-' tell us that Mr. Hudson and three 
gentlemen, who had been dining with him, 
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were suddenly seized with convulsions after 
eating of a pheasant, and that they were not 

expected to live-My blood ran cold—I 

exclaimed-—‘ My God! I am answerable 
for this.’ On niv making this exclamation, 
there was immediate silence in the room ; 
and every eye turned upon me with asto¬ 
nishment and honour. I fell back in my 
chair, and what passed afterward I know 
not; but when I came to myself, I found 
two men in the room with me, who were 
set to guard me. The bottles and glasses 
were still upon the table, but the company 
had all dispersed; aud the mayor, as my 
guards informed me, was gone to Mr. Hud¬ 
son’s to take his dying deposition. 

In this instance, as in all cases of sudden 
ajarm, report had exaggerated the evil: Mr. 
Hudson, though cxtiemely ill, was not dying; 
his .three guests, after some hours’ illness, 
were perfectly recovered. Mr. Hudson, who 
had eaten the most plentifully of the phea¬ 
sant, was not himself, as he said, for two 
days : the third day he was able to sec com¬ 
pany at dinner as usual, and my mind was 
relieved from an insupportable state of 
anxiety. 
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Upon examination, the mayor was con¬ 
vinced that I was perfectly innocent; the 
cook told the exact truth, blamed iici self foi 
not sending to me before she dressed the 
birds, but said that she concluded I had 
found the leaves I took home were harm¬ 
less, as I never came to tell her the contrary. 

I was liberated, and u ent home to my wife. 
She clasped me in her arms, hut could not 
articulate a sv liable, lly her joy at seeing 
me again, she left me to judge of what she 
must have suffeied during' this terrible 
interval. 

For some time after this unfortunate ac¬ 
cident happened, it continued to be the 
subject of general conversation in Phila¬ 
delphia. The story was told a thousand 
different ways, and the comments upon it 
were in various ways injurious to 111 c. Some 
blamed me, for what indeed I deserved to be 
most severely blamed, my dela\ ing one hour 
to examine the leaves found in the crop of 
the pheasant; others affected to think it ab¬ 
solutely impossible that any human being 
could be so dilatory, or negligent, where the 
lives of fellow creatures an A friends, and 
friends by whom I had been treated with the 



POPULAR TALES. 


32(5, 

utmosthospitalityfor years,were concerned. 
Others, stiil more malicious, hinted that, 
though I had been favoured by the mayor, 
and perhaps by the goodness of poor Mr. 
Hudson, there must be something more 
than had come to light in the business ; and 
some boldly pronounced that the story of 
the leaves of the lutlmia latif'olia was a mere 
blind; for that the pheasant could not have 
been rendered poisonous by such means*. 

That a motive might not be wanting for 
the crime, it was whispered that old Mr. 
Hudson had talked of leaviug me a consi¬ 
derable legacy, wlycb 1 was impatient to 


* “ In the severe winter of the years 1790 and 1791, 
there appeared to be such unequivocal reasons for 
believing that several persons, in Philadelphia, had died 
in consequence of their eating pheasants, iu whose 
crops the leaves and buds of the kulmia latif'olia were 
found, that the mayor ot the city thought it prudent and 
l>is duty to warn the people against the use of this bird, 
by a public proclamation. I know that by many 
persons, especially by some lovers of pheasants’ flesh, 
the circumstance just mentioned was supposed to be 
destitute of foundation: but the foundation was a 
- solid one.” 

Vute a paper by B. Smith Barton, M. D. American 
Transactions, V. 51. 
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touch, that I might cany my adventuring 
schemes into execution. I was astonished 
as much as shocked at the sudden alteration 
in the manners of all my acquaintance. 
The tide of popularity changed, and I was 
deserted. That those who had lived with me 
so long in convivial intimacy, that those 
who had courted, admired, flattered me,' 
those who had so often professed them¬ 
selves my friends, could suddenly, without 
the slightest probability, believe me capable 
of the most horrible crime, appeared to me 
scarcely credible. In reality, many would 
not give themselves the trouble to think 
about the matter, hut werc # giad of a pre¬ 
tence to shake oft' the acquaintance of a 
man of whose stories and songs they began 
to be weary; and who had put their names 
to a subscription, which they did not wisli 
to be called upon to pay. Such is the 
world! Sue i is the-fate of all good fellows, 
and exet llcnt bottle compauions! Certain 
to be deserted, by their dear friends, at the 
least reverse of fortune. 



32$ 


POPULAR TAILS. 


CHAPTER V. 

My situation in Philadelphia was now so 
disagreeable, and my .disgust and indigna¬ 
tion were so great, that I determined to quit 
the country. My real friend, Mr. Croft, was 
absent all this time from town. I am sure, 

' if he had been at home, he would have done 
me justice; for, though he never liked me, he--, 
was ajust,slow-judgingman, who would not 
have been run away with by the hurry of 
popular prejudice. I had other reasons for 
regretting his absence : I could not conve¬ 
niently quit America without money, and lie 
was the only p'erson to whom I could or 
would apply for assistance. We had not 
many debts, for which I must thank my ex¬ 
cellent wife; but, wlien every thing to the 
last farthing was paid, I was obliged to sell 
my watch and some trinkets, to get money 
for our voyage. I was not accustomed to 
such things, and I was ashamed to go to the 
pawnbroker’s, lest I should be met and re¬ 
cognized by some of my friends. I wrap¬ 
ped myself up in an old surtout, and slouch¬ 
ed my hat over my face. 

As I was crossing the quay, I met a party 
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of gentlemen walking arm in arm. I 
squeezed past them, but one stopped to 
look after me ; and, though I turned down 
another street to escape him, he dodged me 
unperceived. Just as I came out of the 
pawnbroker’s shop, I saw him posted oppo¬ 
site to me: I brushed by; I could u ith plea¬ 
sure have knocked him down for his imper¬ 
tinence. By the time that I had reached the 
corner of the street, I heard a child calling 
after me. 1 stopped, and a little boy put 
into my hands my watch, saying, ‘ Sir, the 
gentleman says you left your watch and 
these thingumbobs by mistake.’ 

‘ What gentleman?’ 

1 1 do n’t know, but be was one that said 
I looked like an honest chap, and he’d trust 
me to run and give you the watch. He is 
dressed in a blue coat. lie went toward 
the quay. That’s all I know.’ 

On opening the paper of trinkets, 1 found 
a card with these words : 

“ liamy —with kind thanks.” 

Barny! PoorBarny! The Irishman whose 
passage 1 paid coming to America three 
V ears ago. Is it possible? 

I ran after him the way which the child 
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directed, and was so fortunate as just to 
catch a glimse of the skirt of his coat as he 
went into a neat good-looking house. I 
walk up and down sonic time, expecting 
him to come out again ; for I could not sup¬ 
pose that it belonged to Barny. I asked a 
grocer who was leaning over his hatch door, 
if he knew who lived in the next house ? 

‘ An Irish gentleman, of the .name of 
O’Grady/ . 

‘ And his Christian name r ’ 

‘ Here it is in my books, Sir—Barnaby 
O'Grady.’ 

I knocked at Mr. O'Grady’s doqr, and 
made my way into the parlour; where I found 
him, his two sons, and his wife, sitting very 
sociably at tea. lie and the two young men 
rose immediately, to set me a chair. 

‘ You are welcome, kindly welcome, Sir,’ 
said lie. ‘ This is an honour I never ex¬ 
pected any way. Be pleased to take the 
seat near the fire. ’T would be hard indeed 
if you would? not have the best scat that’s 
to be had in this house, where we none of 
us never should have sat, nor had scats to 
sit upon, but for you.’ 


* Should. 
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The sons pulled off my shabby great, coat, 
and took away my hat, and the wife made up 
the fire. There was something in their man¬ 
ner, altogether, which touched me so much 
that it was with di ificulty I could keep myself 
from bursting into tears. They saw this, and 
Bamy (for 1 shall never call him any thing 
else), as he thought that I should like better 
to hear of public affairs than to speak of my 
own, began to ask his sons if they had seen 
the days papers, and what news there were? 

As soon as I could command my voice, 
I congratulated this family upon the happy 
situation in which I found them; and asked 
by what lucky accidents they had suc¬ 
ceeded so Avcll ? 

‘ The luckiest accident ever happened me 
before or since 1 came to America,’ said 
Barny, * was being on board the same vessel 
with such a man as you. If you had not 
given me the first lift, I had been down for 
good and all, and trampled under foot long 
and long ago. But, after that first lift, all 
was as easy as life. • My two sons here were 
not taken from me—God bless you ! for I 
never can bless you enough for that. The 
lads were left to work for me and with me; 
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and we never parted, hand or heart, but just 
kept working on together, and put all our 
earnings, as fast as we got them, into the 
hands of that good woman, and lived hard at 
first, as ffc were bred and born to do, thanks 
be to llcuvcn! Then we swore against drink 
of all sorts entirely. And, as I had occasion¬ 
ally served themasous, when I lived a labour¬ 
ing man in the county of Dublin, and knew 
something of that business, why wdiatevcr 1 
knew I made the most of, and a trowel felt 
no wavs strange to me; so I went to w ork, 
and had higher wages at first than I de¬ 
served. The same with the two bojs : one 
was as much of a blacksmith as would shoe 
a horse: and t’other a bit of a carpenter; and 
the one got plenty of work in the forges, and 
t’other in the dock-yards, as a ship-carpcn- 
ter. So early and late, morning and evening, 
we were all at the w'ork, and just went this 
way struggling on even for a tw'elvemonth, 
and found, with the high wages and constant 
employ we had met, that we were getting 
greatly better in the world. Besides, the wife 
was not idle. When a girl, she had seen bak¬ 
ing, and had always a good notion of it, and 
just tried herhanduponitnow, and found the 
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loaves went down with the customers, and- 
the customers coming faster an'd faster for 
them; and this was a great help. Then I 
grew master mason, and had my men under 
me, and took a house to build by the job, 
and that did; and then on to another and 
another ; and, after building many for the 
neighbours, ’twas lit and my turn, 1 thought, 
to build one for myself, which I did out of 
theirs, without wronging them of a penny. 
And the boys grew master-men, in their line; 
•and when they got good coats, nobody could 
say against them, for they had come fairly 
>by them,-and became them well perhaps for 
that rason. So,notto be tiringyou too much, 
we went on from good to better, and better 
to best; and if it pleased God to question mq 
how it was we got on so well in the world, I 
should answer, Upon my conscience, myself 
does hot know ; except it be that we never 
made saiyt-motulay*, nor never put off till 
the morrow what we could do the dav.’ 

* Saint Mondatj, or Saint Crispin. It N a custom in 
Ireland, among shoemakers, if they intoxicate them¬ 
selves on Sunday, to do no work on Monday ; and this 
they call making a saint Monday, or keeping Saint 
Crispin’s day. Many have adopted this good custom 
from the example of the shoemakers. 
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I believe I sighed deeply at this obsci ra¬ 
tion,notw i thstandiog the comic phraseology 
in which it was expressed. 

‘ But all this is no rule for a gentleman 
horn,’ pursued the good-matured Barny, in 
answer, I suppose, to the sigh which I utter¬ 
ed : ‘ nor is it any disparagement to him if he 
has not done as well in a place like America, 
where he had not the means; not being used 
to bricklaying and slaving with his hands, 
and striving as we did. Would it be too 
much liberty to ask you to drink a cup of 
tea, and to taste a-slice of my good woman’s 
bread and butter? And happy the day we 
see you eating it, and only wish we could 
serve you in any way whatsoever.’ 

I verily believe the generous fellow forgot, 
at this instant, that lie had redeemed my 
watch and wife's ti inkets. He would not let 
me thank him as much as I wished, but kept 
pressing upon me fiesh offers pf sen icc. 
When lie found I was going to leavcAmciica, 
he asked what vessel we should go in ? I was 
really afraid to tell him, lest he should at¬ 
tempt to pay for my passage. But for this 
ho had, as I afterward found, too much 
delicacy of sentiment. lie discovered, by 
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questioning the captains, in what ship we 
were to sail; and, when wc went on board, 
we found him and his sons there to take 
leave of us, which they did in the mostaflfec- 
tionate manner; and, after they were gone, 
we found in the state cabin, directed to me, 
every thing that could be useful or agreeable 
to us, as sea-stores for a long voyage. 

How I wronged this man, when I thought 
his expressions of gratitude were not sin¬ 
cere, because they were not made exactly 
in the mode and with the accent of my own 
countrymen! I little thought that Baruy 
and his sons would be the only persons 
who would bid us a friendly adieu when 
were to leave America. 

We had not exhausted our bountiful pro¬ 
vision of sea-stores wheu we were set ashore 
in England. We landed at Liverpool; and 
I caunot describe the melancholy feelings 
with which 1 sat down, in the little back 
parlour of the inn, to count my money, and 
to calculate whether we had enough to carry 
us to London. Is this, thought I, as I look¬ 
ed at the few guineas and snillings spread 
on the table-—Is this all I have in this 
world r I, my wife arid child! And is this 



POPULAR TALES. 


33(> 

the end of three years' absence from my 
native country? As the negroes say of a 
fool who takes a voyage in vain, I am come 
back, “ with little more than the hair upon my 
head." Is this the end of all my hopes, and 
all my talents ? What will become of my 
wife and child ? I ought to insist upon her 
going home to her friends, that she may at 
least have the necessaries and comforts of 
life, till I am able to maintain her. 

The tears started.from my eyes; they fell 
upon an old newspaper, which lay upon the 
table under my elbow. I took it up to hide 
my face from Lucy and my child, whojusl 
then came into the room; and, as 1 read 
without well knowing what, I came among 
the advertisements to my own name. 

“ If Mr. Basil Lowe, or his heir, will ap- 
“ ply to Mr. Gregory, attorney, No. 34, 
“ Cecil street, lie will hear of-something to 
“his advantage.” 

I started up with an exclamation of joy, 
wiped my tears from the newspaper, put it 
into Lucy’s hand, pointed to the adver¬ 
tisement, and ran to take places in the 
-Loudon coach for the next morning. Upon 
this occasion, l certainly did not delay. Nor 
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did I, when we arrived in London, put ofi* 
one moment going to Mr. Gregory's, No. 
34, Cecil street 

Upon application to him, I was informed 
that a very distant relation of mine, a rich 
miser, had just died, and had left his accu¬ 
mulated treasures to me, “ because I was 
the only one of his relations who had never 
cost him a single farthing.” Other men 
have to complain of their ill fortune, per¬ 
haps with justice; and this is a great satis¬ 
faction, which I have never enjoyed : for I 
must acknowledge that all my disasters have 
arisen from my own folly. Fortune has 
been uncommonly favourable to me. With¬ 
out any merit of my own, or rather, as it ap¬ 
peared, in consequence of my negligent, 
habits, which prevented me from visiting a 
rich relation, I was suddenly raised from the 
lowest state of pecuniary distress to the 
height of affluent prosperity. 

I took possession of a handsome house in 
an agreeable part of the town, and enjoyed 
the delight of sharing all the comforts and 
luxuries which wealth could procure, with 
the excellent woman who had been my sup¬ 
port in adversity. I must do myself the 

VOL. III. « 
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justice, to observe that I did not become dis¬ 
sipated or extravagant; affection and gra¬ 
titude to my Lucy filled my whole mind, and 
preserved me from the faults incident to 
those who rise suddenly from poverty to 
wealth. I did not forget my good friend, 
Mr. Nun, who had relieved me formerly from 
prison; of course I paid the debt, which he 
had forgiven, and lost no opportunity of 
showing him kindness and gratitude. 

I was now placed in a situation where the 
best parts of my character appeared to ad¬ 
vantage, and where the grand defect of my 
disposition was not apparently of any con¬ 
sequence. I was not now obliged, like a 
man of business, to be punctual; and delay, 
in mere engagements of pleasure, was a 
trifling offence, and a matter of raillery 
among my acquaintance. My talents in 
conversation were admired, and, if I post¬ 
poned letter-writing, my correspondents 
only tormented me a little with polite re¬ 
monstrances. I was conscious that I was 
not cured of my faults; but 1 rejoiced 
that 1 u as not now obliged to reform, or in 
any danger of involving those I loved in 
distress, by m'y negligence. 

For one year I was happy, and flattered 
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myself that I did not waste my time ;.for, at 
my leisure, I read with attention all the 
ancient and modem works upon education. 
I resolved to select from them whatappeared 
most judicious and practicable; and so to 
form, from the beauties of each, a perfect 
system for the advantage of my son. He 
was my only child ; he had lived with me 
eighteen months in prison; he was the dar¬ 
ling of his mother, whom I adored, and he 
was thought to be in mind and person a 
striking resemblance ofmyself.—How many 
reasons had I to love him!—I doated upon 
the child. lie certainly shewed great quick¬ 
ness ,pf intellect, and gave as fair a promise 
of talents as Could be expected at his age, 
I formed hopes of his future excellence and 
success in the world, as sanguine as those 
which my poor father had early formed of 
mine. 1 determined to watch carefully 
over his temper, and to guard him particu¬ 
larly against that habit of procrastination, 
which had been the bane of my life. 

One day, while I was alone in my study, 
leaning on my elbow and meditating upon 
the system of education which I designed 
for my sou, my wife came tome and said, 
q fi 
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‘ My dear, I have just heard from our friend, 
Mr. Nun, a circumstance that alarms me a 
good deal. You know little Harry Nun was 
inoculated at the same time with our Basil, 
and by the same person. Mrs. Nun, and all 
the family, though the had several spots,just 
as much as our boy had, and that that was 
enough; but two years afterward, while we 
were in America, Harry Nun caught the 
small-pox in the natural way and died. Now, 
it seems the man who inoculated him was 
quite ignorant; for two or three other child- 
len, whom he attended, have caught the 
disease since, though he was positive that, 
they were safe. Do 11 ’t you think wq had 
better have our boy inoculated again imme¬ 
diately, by some proper person' ’ 

‘Undoubtedly, my dear: undoubtedly. 
But I think ve hadbetterhavchim vaccined. 

I am not sure, however; but I will ask 

Dr.-’s opinion this day, and be guided 

by that; I shall see him at dinner: lie has 
promised to dine with us.’ 

Some accident presented him from com¬ 
ing, and I thoughtofwritingto himthenext 
day, but afterward put it off.—Lucy came 
again in to my study where she was sure to 
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find me in the morning. ‘ My dear,’ said she, 

‘ do you recollect that you desired me to de¬ 
fer inoculating our little boy till you could 
decide whether it be best to inoculate him 
in the common way, or the vaccine?’ 

‘ Yes, my dear, I recollect it perfectly 
well. I am much inclined to the vaccine. 
My friend, Mr. L—, has had all his child¬ 
ren vaccined, and I just wait to see the 
effect.’ 

‘ Oh, my love ! ’ said Lucy, ‘do not wait 
any longer; for you'know we run a terrible 
risk of his catching the smalt-pox every 
day, every hour.’ 

‘ We have run that risk, and escaped for 
these three years past,’ said I; ‘and, in my 
opinion, the boy has had the small-pox.’ 

‘So Mr. and Mrs. Nun thought, and you 
see what has happened. Remember our boy 
was inoculated by the same man. I am sure, 
ever since Mr. Nun mentioned this, I never 
take little Basil out to walk, I never sec him 
in a simp, I never have him in the carriage 
with me without being in terrour. Yesterday 
a woman came to the coach-door with a 
childinlwrarms, who had a breaking out on 
his face. I thought it was the small-pox, and 
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was sq terrified that I had scarcely strength 
or presence of mind enough to draw up the 
glass. Our little boy was leaning out of the 
door to give a halfpenny to the child. My 
God! if that child had the small-pox! ’ 

‘ My love,’ said I, ‘ do not alarm yourself 
so terribly; the boy shall be inoculated to 
morrow. 

‘ To morrow! Oh, my dearest love, do 
not put it off' till to morrow,’ said Lucy: 

* let him be inoculated to day.’ 

‘ Well, my dear, only keep your mind 
easy, amd he-shall be inoculated to day, if 
possible ; surely you must know I love the 
boy as well as you do, and am as anxious 
about him as you can he.’ 

‘ l am sure of it, my love,’ said Lucy.— 

‘ I meant no reproach. But, since you have 
decided that the boy shall be vaccined, let 
us send directly for the surgeon, and have it 
done, and then he will be safe.’ 

She caught hold of the hell-cord to ring 
for a servant.—I stopped her. 

‘ No,my dear, don’t ring,’ said I; ‘ for the < 
men are both out. I have sent one to the 
library, for the new Letters on Education,. 
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and the other to the rational toy-shop for 
some things I want for the child.’ 

‘ Then, if the servants are out, I had bet¬ 
ter walk to the surgeon’s, and bring him 
back with me.’ 

‘ No, my dear,’ said I; * I must see Mr. 
L—’s children first. I am going out im¬ 
mediately; I will call upon them: they are 
healthy children: wc can have the vaccine 
infection from them, and I will inoculate 
the boy myself.’ 

Lucy submitted: I take a melancholy 
pleasure in doing her justice, by recording 
every argument that she used, and every 
persuasive word that she said to me, upon 
this occasion. 1 am anxious to shew that 
she was not in the least to blame. I alone 
am guilty ! I alone ought to have been the 
sufferer. It will scarcely be believed—I 
can hardly believe it myself, that, after all 
Lucy said to me, I delayed two hours, and 
stayed to finish making an extract from 
Rousseau’s Emilius before I set out. When 
I arrived at Mr. L—'s, the children were 
just gone out to take an airing, and I could 
not see them. A few hours may sometimes 
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make all the difference between health and 
sickness, happiness and misery! I put off till 
the next day the inoculation of my child! 

In the mean time a coachman came to me 
to be hired: my boy was playing about the 
room, and, as l afterward collected, went 
close up to the man, and, while I was talk¬ 
ing, stood examining a greyhound upon his 
buttons. I asked the coachman many 
questions, and kept him for some time in 
the room. Just as I agreed to take him 
into my service, he said he could not come to 
live with me till the next week, because one 
vj his children was ill of the small-pox. 

Tlnsc words struck me to the heart. I 
had a dreadful presentiment of what was to 
follow. I remember starting from my seat, 
and driving the man out of the house with 
violent menaces. My boy, poor innocent 
victim, followed, trying to pacify me, and 
holding me back by the skirts of my coat. 
I caugiit him up in my arms.—I could not 
kiss him; I felt as if I was his murderer. I 
set him down again ; indeed I trembled so 
violently that I could not hold him. The 
child ran for his mother. 
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I cannotdwell on these things.—Opr boy 
sickened the next week—and the week 
afterward died in his mother’s arms! 

Her health had suffered much by the trials 
which she had gone through since our mar¬ 
riage. The disapprobation of her father, 
the separation from all her friends, who were 
at variance with me, my imprisonment, and 
then the death of her only child, were too 
much for her fortitude.—She endeavoured 
to conceal this from me; but I saw that her 
health was rapidly declining. She was al¬ 
ways fond of the country; and, as my sole 
object now in life was to do whatsoever I 
could to console and please her, I proposed 
to sell ourhouse in town, and to settle some¬ 
where in the country. In the neighbour¬ 
hood of her father and mother there u as a 
pretty place to be let, which I had often 
heard her mention with delight; I deter¬ 
mined to take it: I had secret hopes that her 
friends would be gratified by this measure, 
and that they would live upon good terms 
with us.—Her mother had seemed, by her 
letters, to be better disposed toward me 
since my rich relation had left me his for¬ 
tune.—Lucy expressed great pleasure at 
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the idea of going to live in the country, 
near her parents ; and I was rejoiced to see 
her smile once more. Being naturally of a 
sanguine disposition, hope revived in my 
heart: I flattered myself that we might yet 
be happy; that my Lucy would recover her 
peace of mind and her health; and that per¬ 
haps Heaven might bless us with another 
child. 

I lost no time in entering into treaty for 
the estate in the country, and I soon found 
a purchaser for my excellent house in town. 
But my evil genius prevailed.—I had neg¬ 
lected to renew the insurance of my house ; 
the policy was out but nine days*, when a 
fire broke out in one of my servant’s rooms 
at midnight, and, in spite of all the assist¬ 
ance we could procure, the house was 
burnt to the ground, I carried my wife out 
senseless in my arms ; and, when I had de¬ 
posited her in a place of safety, returned to 
search for a portfolio, in which was the 
purchase-money of the country estate, all 
in bank-notes. But whether this portfolio 
was carried off by some of the crowd, which 


* Founded on fact. 
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had assembled round the ruins of my house, 
or whether it was consumed in the flames, I 
cannot determine. A more miserable wretch 
than I was could now scarcely be found 
in the world; and, to complete my misfor¬ 
tunes, I felt the consciousness that they 
were all occasioned by my own folly. 

I am now coming to the most extraor¬ 
dinary and the most interesting part of my 
history. A new and surprising accident 
happened. 

* # * # * * * * * * # 
.**-*-* ■* •* * 


Kulf h) the Editor .—What this accident was can ne¬ 
ver now be known; for Basil put off finishing his his¬ 
tory till TO MORROW. 

This fragment was found in an old cscritoir, in au 
obscure lodging in Swallow-street. 

August, 1803. 


THE END. 


Bjwortk and Baliintine, Adcipli, London. 







